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ALEXANDER POPE. 

THE RAPE OF THE LOCK. 
Am Heroi-Comicml Poem, 



NofaMram, Belinda, toM violare capilkM ; 

8ed ivntg hoc precibw me tribaiae taia. Mart, 

CANTO I. 
117HAT dire ofiFence from amorous causes sprioRS, 

" What mighty contests rise from trivial things, 
I sinf— This verse to Caryl, muse ! is due : 
This, eVn Belinda may vouchsafie to view : 
Slight is the subject, but not so the praise. 
If she inspire, and he approve my lays. 

Say -vhat strange motive, goddess ! could compel 
A well-bred lord to' assault a gentle belle ? 
say what stranger cause, yet unexplored. 
Could make a gentle belle reject a lord i 
In tasks so bold can little men engage. 
And in soft bosoms dwells such mighty rage ? 

Sol through white curtains shot a timorous ray. 
And op'd those eyes that must eclipse the day. 
Kow lap-dofs give themselves the rousing shake. 
And sleepless lovers, just at twdve, awake ; 
■Tlirice rung the bell, the slipper kiu>^^^^« l^nrani^t 
And the pau*d witch retnm*d % iftnK vorani^. 
Vol, /I. B 




Ob bliad u truth t th« lylpha cantriie it k11. 

' or [hBH am I, iibo thy protHtioo dsiiD, 
A VBtchfuk Apric^ and Ahel v my nBioe- 
LUe, u I rua'd the cryitil nUdg of lir. 
Id the clur mimr of Hty roUnf ittr, 
I uv, ftUt 1 Bome divkd eveDt impeod, 
£re ID tha duLd thli morDiuB >ua ducuid. 






IVemblmB lief iBi th 



ALEXANDER POPE. 5 

6 tortoise here and elephant uiiite» 
.antfora^d to combs, the speckled, and the white. 
iere files of pins extend their shininf rows, 
Puffs, powders, patches, bibles, billet-doux. 
Kow awful beauty puts on all its arms ; 
The foir each moment rises in her charms. 
Repairs her smiles, awakens every ffrace. 
And calls forth all the wonders of her face ; 
Sees by degrees a purer blush arise. 
And keener lightnings quicken in her eyes. 
The busy sylphs surround their darling care. 
These set the head, and those divide the hair. 
Some fold the sleeve, whilst others plait the gown ; 
And Betty's prab'd for labours not her own. 



CANTO II. 
T^OT with more glories, in the* ethereal plain, 

^ The sun first rises o'er the purpled main. 
Than, issuing forth, the rival of his beams 
Launch'd on the bosom of the silver Thames. 
Pair nymphs, and well-dress'd youths around her 

ahMte, 
But every eye was fix'd on her alone. 
On her white breast a sparkling cross she wore, 
Whidi Jews might kiss, and Infidels adore. 
Her lively looks a sprightly mind disclose. 
Quick as her eyes, and as unfix'd as those : 
Favours to none, to all she smiles extends : 
Ofc she rejects, but never once offiends. 
Blight as the sun, her eyes the gasers strike. 
And, like the ran, they shine on all alike. 
Tet gracefol ease, and sweetness void of pride. 
Might hide her £ralts, if belles had faults to hide : 
If to her riiare some female errors fldi. 
Look on her fiMe, and you'll forget them all. 

This nymph, to the destruction of mankind, 
Nourish'd two locks, which gracefol \\unt beViwi^ 
Id equMl caHt, and well oonqpir^d to dAck 
mtb Mbiaiag liMglHM the mkmU Wory Mcai^* 



•Ajltn a stroDK une aooui: we suvo- douqo. 
And fuard the wide circumference around. 

« Whatever spirit, careless of Jiis charge, 
tlis post neglecU, or lea\'es the fair at large. 
Shall feel sharp vengeance soon o*ertake his sins, 
Be gtopp'd in viols, or transfix'd with pins ; 
Or pl«n*'** ^^ **^** °^ bitter washes lie, 
or tredg'd whole ages in a bodkin's eye : 
rtum* •»<* pomatums shall his flight restrain, 
^Ue elogg'd he boats his silken wings in vain; 
or idlum styptics with contracting power 
Alirlnk his thin essence like a shri^ird flower : 
Or» •* ^*^^^ '^*^* ^* ^^^te^ sball feel 
•Xhe f ^^^ ntolioQ of the whirling mill, 
m ^"^^ ^' burning chocolate shall glow. 
And tremble at the sea that frotba below !** 

lie spoke; the spirits from the saUa deaeead; 
Aoin*> <^ ^ *"^ MTOund the nymph extend; 
llpaM th(««a the maty ringlets of her hair; 
] ji(Mi*i >Mit# ngttM the pendants of har «ar ; 

ir %Vi^ hmttiag A«uta lh« dire «««ikt th«y yn» 

jkuMMHM, Mil vrmbUoM for tktt UrtU «f fito. 



i 






^1 «a«k and whiten • ^ ®^er pj--. 
?*« ^idc th/^ "* '^e blaze ^l^' 

^' o'er tfafi ^i.i^^^'^''* oo tbt* •^ "^ 
^^ these L f '^«^»' and aJl ^^ '''"'^e, 

"or let *?£?*?"■ <«>» too m/ ^'" "«; 

-ta their utL? «"' *^^.tS b f^"'" 

V oft. in d,^ "^ i«Pl« 2S'if^- < 
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Some ilin diuMar, or bj force or tlLghl; 

But vbKt, or vhore, tho fild tuv« vnp^d innlcbtt 

Vhelhar Iha ujmph •hill bruk Diuu'i lur. 



Ttaa dnpi to IhK, Brillinu 
And, HomeotiUm, let the wi 
Do tboui Cnipiav, Cood hnr 

' To fifty cboKD ijlpha, oi 






Or, u IiiBU b-d. th« VTMch iluU feel 
Ibe fiddT monoB sf llie whirliiii mill. 
In fmiw of bvininE chooolaCe *h*U floir. 



Some ttanHl Ibe bk/ riufleti at her hefa- 
ffUh baetfacbvRi tht ^n snot Ikar n 



AI£XAln)Ea POPS. 9 

CANTO m. 

'LOSE tyy those meads, for ever crownM with 

^ flowers, 
^ere Thames with pride surveys his rising towers, 
Iliere stands a structure of majestic frame, 
Which from the neighbouring Hampton takes its 

name. 
Here Britain's statesmen oft the fall foredoom 
Of foreign tyrants.^and of nymphs at home ; 
Here thou, great Anna ! whom three realms obey, 
Dost sometimes counsel take— and sometimes tea. 

Hither the heroes and the uymphs resort. 
To taste awhile the pleasures of a court ; 
In various talk the' instructive hours they past. 
Who gave the ball, or paid the visit last; 
One speaks the glory of the British queen. 
And one describes a charming Indian screen ; 
A third interprets motions, looks, and eyes ; 
At evteiy word a reputation dies. 
SnnfiT, or the fan, supply each pause of chat* 
yiVOa. singing, laughing, ogling, and all that. 

Meanwhile, declining from the noon of day. 
The sun obliquely shoots his burning ray ; 
The hungry judges soon the sentence sign. 
And wretches hang that jurymen may dine ; 
The merchant from the' Exchange returns in peace. 
And the long labours of the toilet cease. 
Belinda now, whom thirst of fame invites. 
Boms to encounter two adventurous knights. 
At ombre singly to decide their doom. 
And swells her breast with conquests yet to come. 
Straight the three bands prepare in arms to join. 
Each band the number of the sacred nine. 
Soon as she spreads her hand, the* aerial guanl 
Descend, and sit on each important card : 
First Ariel perch'd upon a matadore. 
Then eacbaccording to the raok thccr Voce; 

B£ 




For wlplB, yet mlndfnl of Ibeb snclen 



In ihoK llbe ludtit ol 
SpiitilUa fint, uncoDqu 



i Birept Iho baord 



m toito Ibllov'd. but hi 



Puta f&rth one maal 






-Kw ^iiBuf iiinbSt u. 



aah youth I desut ere 'tis too late, i 

St gods, and think of Scylla's fate ! ' 

a bird, and sent to flit in air, ' 

pays for Nisus' injured bair!^ 

1 to mischief mortals bend their will, 

they find fit instruments of ill ! 1 

Clarissa drev with tempting grace 

d weapon from her shining case : 

a romance* assist their knight, 

spear, and arm him for the fight, 
le gift with reverence, and extends 
ngine on his fingers* ends ; 
ihind Belinda's neck he spread, 
fragrant steams she bends her head. 
i lock a thousand sprites repair, 

wings, by turns, blow back the hair; 
th^ twitch'd the diamond in her ear; I 

M>k'd back, and thrice the foe drew near. ■ 

: instant, anxious Ariel sought 
acesses of the virgin's thought : 
loserav in her breast reelin'd. 



• 



Steel could the labour of the gods destroy. 
And strike to dust the' imperial tow'rs of Troy ; 
Steel could the works of mortal pride confound!^ 
And hew triumphal arches to the ground. 
What wonder then, fair nymph ! thy hair should feel 



r. The conquering force of unresisted steel ? 



CANTO IV. 



BUT anxious cares the pensive njrmph opprest* 
And secret passions laboured in her breast. 
Hot youthful kings in battle seis'd alive, 
Kot scornful virgins who their charms survive^ 
Kot ardent lovers robb'd of all their blisa, 
)i 17ot ancient ladies when refused a kiss, 

/ Kot-tynints fierce that unrepenting die, 

. Kot Qjmthia when her maatoa's pVntf d virry^ 

X'er Mt sacb nge, reseotment, and desp«ir» 
As tboB, gad rirgin I fu thy Tttviik)?d Inu* 



U ALEXAKSEB POPE. 

EOT, Out Hd moBBiit. irhni il»« glptai wH M iwr, 

And Ariel «e«plaf Itwd BoUnda Hev, 
UmbTwl, ■ dmiy, BUluieholj >pril«. 



amy CHTfi of telflBir- 



And Kreen'd in thoda from Amy'i detoud (Ure.. 

Pun At her aldv, and MFgriin at hv head. 

Two hudiaaldi tiut the Aroiis; lUln in pliM, 
But difleriDK fU in Sfotc and in fut. 

ner wrintlsd ftim in' black ud white un^d I 

Rcr hand l9 fiU'dl hnr bHom wicb 
Them AftetaUtm, wiUi a .icWy n 
Shinn in btr cbeti the ms oT d 

FtisBlnto 
Onthnrict 

Wmptkna 
IlKfiiran 



Pain ipnalrtSt lapiOR tombn, an 
Mow lakM of Uqnid ■<] 
And cryeul df 

Of bodie* ehuf'd to nri 
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A ^pkin there, like Homer's tripod, walks ; 
Here sighs a jar, and there a goose-pye talks ; 
Men prove with child, as powerful fancy works, 
And maids, tam'd bottles, call aloud for corks. 

Safe past the gnome through this fantastic band, 
A branch of healing spleenwort in his hand. 
Then thus address'd the poVr— 'Hail, wayward 

queen! 
Who rule the sex to fifty from fifteen : 
Parent of vi^>onrs and of female wit. 
Who give the* hysteric or poetic fit. 
On various tempers act by various ways. 
Make some take physic, others scribble plays ; 
Who cause tlie proud their viuts to delay. 
And send the godly in a pet to pray. 
A nymph there is that all your pow'r disdains. 
And thousands more in equal mirth maintains. 
But oh ! if e'er thy gnome could spoil a grace. 
Or raise a pimple on a beauteous face, 
Like citron-waters matrons' cheeks inflame. 
Or change complexions at a losing game ; 
If e'er with airy horns I planted heads. 
Or rumpled petticoats, or tumbled beds. 
Or cans'd suspicion when no soul was rude. 
Or discompos'd the head-dress of a prude, 
Or e'er to costive lap-dog gave disease. 
Which not the tears of brightest eyes could case: 
Hear me. and touch Belinda with chagrin ;~ 
That single act gives half the world the spleen.* 

The goddess with a discontented air. 
Seems to reject him, though she grants his pray'r. 
A wondrous bag witli both her hands she binds. 
Like that where once Ulysses held the winds ; 
There she collects the force of female lungs. 
Sighs, sobs, and passions, and the war of tongues. 
A vial next she fills with fainting fears. 
Soft sorrows, mdling grie<B, and flowing tears. 
The gnome ntioidng bean ber gifts away, 
Bptmds biMbUtek wingB, nd slowly mounts to d«y •j 

4 
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anok Id ■rinJe.crt.' •™= Ui( nymph he toaai. 


Hs eyu dejected, and her hair uabiniDd. 


FuU o'er ttaelr ti«di t]|e >welliD( bai he rtat. 




BeUndi hum>«ilh mote thui nwraJ ire. 


And arrce ThulHIm fms the rmni flie. 






• Wm i[ for thig you uok such romUnt on 


The bodbln, comb, lud eucnte u. prepsreP 








And liravtly bore the douWe Loadi of Itad • 


Godsl ahull Uis ratiibsr diipli; your hair, 




Honour forbid 1 at wboie uiiiiv.ll'd ihrioe 


Eiao, pleuura, ulrtue, all our lei reiiln. 




AlTOily hear the horrid lhiii(> ther uy, 


Already see you a degraded toaal. 


And ail yoor lionour in a uhiiper l0!tl 


Eov ili>ll t, UicD, your hapleu fame dcAiBd 1 


TiriU then be iufiuny to ^w. your ftiond 1 




Eipo.'d thro' ciyit.1 lo th« «imn« eyai. 


And li«jbt«n'd by tlie dlunoDd*. circlini nn 


On that ripadoui hand far eier blare! 


Sooner ihall Eras, in Hyde-park ekcM tmw. 


ADd »iu tiJ^ej IndgiuBi iD the lound of Bow; 


Eooiwt lei earth, air, joa, to choai fidl. 


Men. moDleys, lap-doj,. patrols perbh alll' 


Shi laid : then ratlni to Sir Plume repura. 


And Udi her beao demand tbs precloui bain: 


Sir plume, of iinber anuff-boi juiUy vain. 




With «rae« .7™. and rKind onthinbiDe fcce. 




.^i«/I»ujb,eleout-'Mylard, why, what the dnill 



^-rf,/ rf«zio tt« toet/ YofB Old, 
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PUfue on*t! 'tis past a jest^nay, pritiiM, pox ! 
GWe her the hair/— He spoke, and rapp*d fab box. 

' It ffrieves me much (replied the peer afain) 
Who speaks so well should ever speak in vain ; 
But by this lock, this sacred lock« I swear, 
rWhich never more shall join its parted hair ; 
Which never more its honours shall renew, 
CIipp*d from the lovely head where late it grew) 
That, while my nostrils draw the vital air, 
This hand, which won it, shall for ever wear/ 
He spoke, and speaking, in proud triumph spread 
The l<»ig<contended honours of her head. 

But Umbriel, hateful gnome, forbears not so ; 
He breaks tiM vial whence the sorrows flow. 
Then seet the nymph in beauteous grief appears. 
Her eyes half-languishing, half drown*d in tears ; 
On her beaVd bosom hung her drooping head. 
Which with a sigh she rais'd, and thus she said : 

' For ever curs'd be this detested day. 
Which snatdi*d my best, my fo'voorite cull s?ray ! 
Happy t ah tea times happy had I been, 
If Hampton Court these eyes had never seen I 
Tet am not I ttie first mistaken maid. 
By loive of courts to numerous ills betn^d. 
O had I rather unadmir'd remained 
In some lone isle, or distant nortiiem land ; 
Where the gilt chariot never marks the way. 
Where none loam ombre, none e'er taste bohea t 
Tliera kiqpt my charms cooceal'd iirom mortal eye, 
like roses, that in deserts Uoom and die. 
Whatmo'v'd my mind with youthful lords to roam ? 
O had I stay*d, and said my pray'rs at home ! 
*Twaa tills the morning omens seem'd to tell. 
Thrice from ny trembling hand the patch-box fell ; 
The tottwtaif china shook without a wind, 
Kay, Poll iat mute, and Shock was most unkind I 
A ^Ipfa, too, wan^d me of the tfareati qC t«XA> 
In acFStie vMoos, now beUev*d too \«Xa\ 
a^e tbB pMT raomuts of these i\V|(dt«d Yi«ax%\ 
J^* huOt tMI nmd wlMH • V & ^ i«|Km kv^^ ^ 




BAbold [ha fin 
Ohitftaduci 



To pmldi, oMj <q3», mighl 



-MfooyiuiKEitf, or iiM palDUd, ill iluU (ada, 




ALEXANDER FOFB. 

What then remains, but well our pow'r to use, 
And keep good-humour still whate'er we lose i 
And trust me, dear ! good-humour can prevail, 
When airs, and flights, and screams, and scolding fk 
Beauties in vain their pratty eyes may roll ; 
Charms strike the sight, but merit wins the soul.* 

So spoke the dame, but no applause ensued; 
Belinda frown*d, Thalesti is rall'd her prude. 
'To arms, to arms!' the fierce virago cries, 
And swift as lightning to the combat flies. 
All side in parlies, and begin the' attack ; 
Fans clap, silks rustle, and tough whalebones crack ; 
Heroes' and heroines' shouts confus'dly rise. 
And bass and treble voices strike the skies. 
Vo common weapons in their bands are found, 
Like gods they fight, nor dread a mortal wound. 

So when bold Homer makes the gods engage. 
And heavenly breasts with human passions rage; 
'Gainst Pallas, Mars ; Latona, Hermes arms ; 
And all Olympus rings with loud alarms ; 
Tove's thunder roars, heav'n trembles all around, 
Blue "Neptune storms, the bellowing deeps resound; 
Wth shakes her nodding tow'n, the ground fives 

way, 
id the pale ghosts start at the flash of day! 
Mmnphant Umbriel, on a sconce's height, 
pp'd his glad wings, and sat to view the fi|iit : 
ppfd on their bodkin-spears, the sprites survey 
growing combat, or assist the fray. 
iil« through the press enrag'd Thalestris flies, 
scatters death around from 4)Oth her tytB, 
vu and witling perish'd in the throng, 
'ied in metaphor, and one in song : 
Ml nympii ! a living death 1 bear.' 
Dapperwit, and sunk beside hb chair, 
mfol glance Sir Fopling upwards cast, 
cjes are made so killing*— was his UaU 
Ifeaader's floweiy margiii Uei 
Mv fwaa, and m he liBp b* dl«* 



80 AUi>2LA»uttB> «v* — 

When bold Sir Plttine had dra^n Clarfflsa doirn, 
Chloe stcpp'd in, and kill'd him v\lh a frown , 
She smil'd to see the doughty hero slain, 
But, at her smile, the beau revlv'd again. 

Now Jove suspends his golden scales in air, 
"Weighs the men's wits agunst the lady's hair ; 
The doubtful beam long nods from side to side ; 
At length the wits mount up, the hairs subside. 

See fierce Belinda on the baron flies. 
With more tlian usual lightning in her eyes : 
Kor fear'd the chief the' unequal fight to try. 
Who sought no more than on his foe to die. 
But this bold lord, with manly strength endued. 
She with one finger and a thumb subdued : 
Just where the breath of lifis his nostrils drew, 

HA charge of snufif the wily virgin threw ; 
The gnomes direct, to every atom just. 
The pungent grains of titillating dust. 
Sudden, with starting tears each eye o'erflowf* 
And the high dome re-echoes to his nose. 

' Now meet thy fate,' incens'd Belinda 017*^9 
And drew a deadly bodkin from her side : 
(The same, his ancient personage to deck. 
Her great great grandsire wore about his neck. 
In three seal-rings ; which after, melted down, 
Fbrm'd a vast buckle for his widow's gown : 
Her infant grandame's whistle next it grew. 
The belb she gingled, and the whistle Mew ; 
Then in a bodkin grac'd her mother's hairs. 
Which long she wore, and now Belinda wean.| 

' Boast not my fall (he cry'd) insnltinff fbe I 
Thou by some other shalt be laid as low. 
Nor think to die dejecta iqy 'lofty mind ; 
All that I dread is leaivinff yoo behind ! 
Rather than so, ah let me atill survive. 
And bum in Cupid's flames— but bum alive.' 

' Restore the lockl' sbe cries ; and all taaaad 
'Restore the lock I* the vaalttd rooft rebooad. 
2fotJiene OtIieUa in $0 iond a atnin 
•«*«^«'ifertfte/,«0dite«Uefti»tc»ii»'dhUpiUk. 
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Bat see how oft ambitious aims are cross'd. 
And chiefs contend till all the pcue is lost! 
The lock, obtained with guilt, and kept with pain. 
In every place is sought, but sought in vain: 
"With such a prize no mortal must be blest. 
So heav'n decrees ! with heav'n who can eootest i 

Some thought it mounted to the lunar sphere. 
Since all things lost on earth are treasured there. 
There heroes' wits are kept in ponderous vases. 
And beaux' in snuff-boxes and tweezer-cases. 
There broken vows, and death*bed alnu are found, 
And lovers* hearts with ends of ribbon bound. 
The courtier's promises, and sick man's pray'rs. 
The smiles of harlots, and the tears of heirs. 
Cages for gnats, and chuns to yoke a flea. 
Dried butterflies, and tomes of euuistry. 

But trust the Muse— she saw it upward rise. 
Though mark'd by none but quick poetic eyes: 
(So Rome's great founder to the heav'ns withdrew. 
To Proculus alone confess'd in view) 
A sadden star, it shot through liquid air. 
And drew behind a radiant trail of hair. 
Kot Berenice's locks first rose so bright. 
The heav'ns bespangling with disheveled light. 
The sylphs behold it kindling as it flies. 
And pleas'd pursue its progress through the skies. 

This the beau monde shall from the mall survey. 
And hail with music its propitious ray ; 
This the blest lovo* shall for Venus take. 
And send up vows from Rosamonda's lake ; 
Thu Partridge soon shall view in cloudless skies, 
When next he looks through Galilseo's eyes ; 
And h«nce the* egregious wisard shall foredoom 
The fate of Lonii, and the fall of Rome. 

Then cease, bright nymph ! to mourn thy ravish'd 
hair, 
'Which adds new gloiy to the shining spheral 
19'ot all the tresses that fair bead CKaXaiotaX, 
Shall dnw such tsavy as the lock youl^i^ 
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For after all the murders of your eye. 
When, after millions slain, yourself shall die ; 
When those fair suns shall set, as set they must. 
And all those tresses shall be laid in dust ; 
This Lock the Muse shall consecrate to fame. 
And 'midst the stars inscribe Belinda's name. 



ELOISA TO ABELARD. 

IN these deep solitudes and awful cells, 
Where heavenly>pensive contemplation dwells. 
And ever-musing melancholy reigns, 
What means tliis tumult in a vestal's veins? 
Why rove my thoughts beyond this last retreat? 
Why feels my heart its long-forgotten heat? 
Tet, yet I love !— From Abelard it came, 
And EloVsa yet must kiss the name. 

Dear fotal name ! rest ever unreveal'd, 
Nor pass these lips, in holy silence seal'd : 
Hide it, my heart, within that close disguise. 
Where, mix'd with God's, his lov'd idea lies : 

write it not, my hand— the name appears 
Already written— wash it out, my tears! 

In vain lost Eloisa weeps and prays. 

Her heart still dictates, and her haud obeys. 

Relentless walls! whose darksome round contains 
Repentant sighs, and voluntary pains : 
Ye rugged rocks! which holy iuiees have worn; 
Ye grola and caverns shagg'd with horrid thorn ! 
Shrines I where their vigils pale-ey'd virgins keep. 
And piling saints, whose statues learn to weep ! 
Though cold like you, unmov'd and silent grownj 

1 have not yet forgot myself to stone. 

AU is not Heav'n's while Abelard has part, 
Still rebel nature holds out half my heart ; 

. Nor pny'rs nor tests its stubborn pulse restrain, 
Nor tears for ages taught to flow in vain. 
SMm m§ Utr JeltBRs trembUng I iuidos«, 

^^at wmlUaowik amat awsieat all my woet. 
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iie for ever sad ! for ever dear ! 
reath*d in sifhs, still usher'd with a tear. 
<nble too, where'er my own T find, 
,e dire misfortune follows close behind, 
le after line my gushing eyes overflow, 
id through a sad variety of woe : 
/ow warm in love, now withering in my bloom, 
Jl.ost in a convent's solitary gloom ! 
There stem religion quenched the' unwilling flame; 
There died the best of passions, love and fame. 

Yet write, O write me all, that I may join 
Grief»-to thy griefs, and echo sighs to thine. 
Ifor foes nor fortune take this pow'r away ; 
And is my Abelard less kind than they ? 
Tears still are mine, and those I need not spare, 
lx>ve bat demands what else were shed in prayV ; 
Vo happier task these faded eyes pursue ; 
To read and weep is all they now can do. 
! Then share thy pain, allow that sad relief ; 

Ah, more than share it, give me all tby grief. 
Heav*n first taught letters for some wretch's aid, 
I Some banish'd lover, or some captive maid ; 

I They live, they speak, they breathe what love inspirest 

\ Warm from Uie soul, and faithful to its fires ; 

The virgin's wish without her fears impart, 
Ezcose the blush, and pour out all the heart. 
Speed the soft intercourse from soul to soul, 
And waft a sigh from Indus to the Pole. 

Thou know*st how guiltless first I met thy flame. 
When Love approach'd me under Friendship's name; 
My fancy form'd thee of angelic kind, 
.} Some emanation of the* all-beauteous Mind. 
Thoae amiling eyes, attempering every ray. 
Shone sweetly lambent with celestial day. 
OuUtleat I gai^d; Heav'n listen'd while you sung; 
And truths divine came mended firom that tongue. 
Fkom Hpe Hke those what precept fkil'd to mov^l 
Too aoon ttuj taught me 'twas no am \o lose*. 
Back titnugh tbe paths of pleasing s«ia« 1 i«st« 
Mmt wkb^d M amel wiwm I low'd a man. 
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i affiiction taught a lover yet, 
«nre the hardest science to forget ! 
w shall I lose the sin, yet keep ttte sense, 
id love the* ofifender, yet detest the' offence ? 

Low tlie dear object from the crime remove. 
Or how distinguish penitence from love ? 
Unequal task ! a passion to resign, 
For hearts so touched, so pierc'd, so lost as mine. 
Ere such a soul regains its peaceful state, 
Hovr often must it love, how often hate ! 
How often hope, despair, resent, regret. 
Conceal, disdain— do all things but forget ! 
But let heav'n seize it, all at once 'tis fir'd; 
Not toudi'd, but wrapt ; not waken'd, but inspir'd I 
O come! O teach me nature to subdue. 
Renounce my love, my life, myself— and you : 
Fill my fbnd heart with God alone, for he 
Alone can rival, can succeed to thee. 

How haiqpy is the blameless vestal's lot? 
The world forgetting, by the world forgot : 
Eternal sunshine of the spotless mind I 
Each pncy^T accepted, and each wish resign'd ; 
Labour and rest, that equal periods keep ; 
Obedient slumbers that can wake and weep ; 
Desires composed, affections ever ev'n ; 
Tears that delight, and sighs that waft to Heav'n ; 
Grace shibes around her with serenest beams. 
And whispering angels prompt her golden dreams* 
For her the* unfading rose of Eden blooms. 
And wings of seraphs shed divine perfumes ; 
For her the spouse prepares the bridal ring ; 
For her white virgins hymennals sing ; 
To sounds of heavenly harps she dies away. 
And melts in visions of eternal day. 

Far other dreams my erring soul employ, 
Fkr other raptures of unholy joy : 
When at the close of each sad, sorrowing da^, 
Ikncy restores what vengeance soatcK'd vwa^, 
Umb coBfcieoco aieeps, and leavmg naXnTQ frae, 
AU my Joa§9 §oul unbounded spruic^ to tkkM. 
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Oh cunt, dear horrors of all-conscious nifht! 
How glowing guilt exalts the keen delight ! 
Provoking demons all restraint remove, 
And stir within me every source of love. 
I hear thee, view thee, gaze o'er all thy charms* 
And round thy phantom glue my clasping arms. 
I wake :— no more I hear, no more I view. 
The phantom flies me, as unkind as you. 
I call aloud ; it hears not what I say : 
I stretch my empty arms ; it glides away. 
To dream once more I close my willing eyes ; 
Te soft illusions, dear deceits, arbe ! 
Alas, no more ! methinks we wandering go 
Through dreary wastes, and weep each other's woe. 
Where round some mouldering tow'r pale ivy creeps, 
And low-brow*d rocks hang nodding o'er the deeps. 
Sudden you mount, you beckon from the skies ; 
Clouds interpose, waves roar, and winds arise. 
I shriek, start up, the same sad prospect find. 
And wake to all the griefs I loft behind. 
' -^ *he fates, severely kind, ordain 

-'—••ure and from pain : 



Take back my fruitless peoiteace and prayVs; 
Snatch me, just mounting, from the blest abode ; 
Assist the fiends, and tear me from my Grod ! 

If o, f]y me, fly me, far as pole firom pole ; 
Bise Alps between us ! and whole oceans roll! 
Ah, coiiie not, write not, think not once of mc, 
Kor share one pang of ail I felt for Uiee. 
Thy oaths 1 quit, thy memory resign ; 
Forget, renounce me, hale wtiateVr was mine. 
Fair eyes, and tempting looks (which yet I view), 
Long lovM, ador'd ideas, all adieu ! 
O grace serene! O viitue hcav'niy fair! 
Divine oblivion of low^thoughted care I 
Fresh blooming Hope, gay daughter of the sky 1 
And Faith, our early immortality ! 
Enter each mild, each amicable guest; 
Receive, and wrap me in eternal rest ! 

See in her cell sad Eloisa spread, 
Plropt on some tomb, a neighbour of the dead. 
In each low wind methinks a spirit calls. 
And more than echoes talk along the vraWft. 
Here^ as I watched the dying lamps atovuxd, 
limu yvader tiuiae I beard a hoUon tovAd; 
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^^ itMrninff, go ; 
. ..^ jrour depth, bot^M cUaeraet^ 
.^ uitfk tlMiit point where aenae and dnlnesa meet* 
mttmn to «U thinga fiz'd the Umita fit, 
■d vinly curb'd prond man's pretending wit. 
M tibe land while here the ocean gains, 
parts it leavea wide sandy plains ; 
in tiie aoni while memory prevnls, 
Mdid pow'r of understanding fails ; 
beams of warm imagination play, 
■BOiy^s soft figures melt away, 
w idenoe only will one genius fit ; 
VMt is art, so narrow human wit : 
t only bounded to peculiar arts, 
€ft in those confined to single parts. 
\ kioga we lose the conquests gain'd before, 
1^ ambition still to make tliem more ; 
migfat his several province well command, 
d all but stoop to what th^ onderstand. 
t fiftllow Nature, and your judgment frame 
r Jnat standard, which is still the same: 
Of Nature, still divinely bH**-' 



e, like liberty, is but restratn'd 
e same laws which first herself orda'mM. 
r how learn'd Greece her useful rules endites, 
to repress and when indulge our flights: 
on Parnassus' top her sons she show'd, 
tointed out those arduous patlis they trod ; 
from afar, aloft, the' immortal prize, 
irg'd the rest by equal steps to rise, 
recepts thus from great examples giv'n, 
ew from them what theyderiv'd from Heav'n. 
snerous critic fann'd the poef s fire, 
aught the world with reason to admire. 
Criticism the Muse's handmaid prov'd, 
»s her charms, and make her more belov'd : 
ilowinff wits fit>m that intention stray'd ; 
!oald not vin the mistress woo'd the maid ; 
It the poets thdr own arms they torn'd, 
) hate most the men from whom they learn'd. 
dera *pothecaries taught the art 
eUMV bills to pliq^ the doctor's part, 
n thA nmr.tioe of mistaken rules. 
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Still with itself oompar'd, his text peruse ; 
And let your comment be the Mantnan Muse. 

When first young Maro in his boundless mind 
A work to' Outlast immortal Rome deslgn'd. 
Perhaps he aeem*d above the critic's lav. 
And but from Nature's fountains scom'd to draw i 
But when to' examine every part he came, 
Nature and Homer were, he found, the same. 
Convinc'd, amaz'd, he checks tiie bold design. 
And rules as strict his laboured work confine 
As if the Stagirite o'erlook'd each line. 
Learn hence for ancient rules a just esteem ; 
To copy Nature is to copy them. 

Some beauties yet no precepts can declare. 
For there's a happiness as well as care. 
Music resembles poetiy; in each 
Are nameless graces which no methods teach, 
And which a master-hand alone can reach. 
If, where the rules not fu enough extend, 
(Since rules were made but to promote their end) 
Some lucky licence answor to the fiill 
The' intent propos'd, that licence is a rule. 
Thus Pegasus a nearer way to take, 
May boldly deviate finom the common tnck. 
From vulgar bounds with brave disorder par^ 
And snatch a grace beyond the reach of art. 
Which, without passing through the judgment, gaiai 
The heart, and all its end at once attains. 
In prospects thus s<Mne obfects please our eyes. 
Which out of nature's common order rise, 
The shapeless rock, or hanging precipke. 
Great witt sometbnet may ^orlously oSend, 
And lite to Aalt$ tn9 ciitict dwro ao^VMnd^ 
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But though the ancients thus their rules invade, 
(As kings dispense with laws themselves haire made) 
HodemSy beware ! or if you must offend 
Against the precept, ne'er transgress its end ; 
Xiet it be seldom, and compell'd by need ; 
And have at least the precedent to plead ; 
The critic else proceeds without remorse. 
Seizes your fame, and puts his laws in force. 

I know there are to whose presumptuous thoughts 
Those freer beauties, ev*n in them, seem faults. 
Some figures monstrous and mis^hap'd appear. 
Considered ^ngly, or beheld too near, 
!Which, but proportioned to their light or placof 
Due distance reconciles to form and grace. 
A prudent chief not always must display 
His pow'rs in equal ranks and fair array. 
But with the' occasion and the place comply. 
Conceal his force, nay seem sometimes to fly. 
Those oft are stratagems which errors seem,. 
Nor is it Homer nods, but we that dream. 

Still green with bays each ancient altar stands 
Above the reach of sacrilegious hands. 
Secure from flames, from envy's fiercer rage» 
Destructive war, and alMnvolving age. 
See frt>m each clime the leam'd their incense bring! 
Hear in all tongues consenting paeans ring 1 
In praise so just let every voice be join'd, 
And fill the general chorus of mankind. 
Hul, bards triumphant ! bom in happier days, 
Immortal heirs of universal inraise ! 
Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 
As streams roll down, eidarging as they flow ; 
Nations unborn your mighty names shall sound. 
And worlds applaud that must not yet be found ! 
O may some spark- of your celestial fire 
The last, the meanest, of your sons inspire, 
(That on weak wings, frtmi far, pursues your flights, 
Qlows while he reads, but trembles as he writes) 
To teacb vaia wit$ a science little known, 
To'mUaif0 mperior awa% and doqbi tbeix qwa 
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The* increasing prospect tires our wandering ejts. 
Hills peep o'er hills, and Alps on Alps arise! 

A perfect judge will read each work of wit 
^'itii the same spirit that its author writ ; 
Survey the whole, nor seek slight faults to find 
Where nature moves, and rapture warms the mind ; 
Nor lose, for that malignant dull delight. 
The generous pleasure to be charm'd with wit* 
But in such lays as neither ebb nor flow. 
Correctly cold, and regularly low. 
That shunning faults one quiet tenor keep. 
We cannot blame indeed— but we may sleep. 
In wit, as nature, what affects our hearts 
Is not the' exactness of peculiar parts; 
Tis not a lip, or eye, we beauty call. 
But the joint force aud full result of all. 
Thus wheji we view some well-proportion'd dome* 
(The world's just wonder, and ev'n thine, O Rome !) 
Ko single parts unequally surprise. 
All comes united to the* admiring eyes ; 
No monstrous height, or breadth, or length, appear; 
The whole at once is bold and regular. 

Whoever thinks a foultless piece to see. 
Thinks what oe'er was, nor is, nor e'er shall be. 
In every work regard the writer's end. 
Since none can compass more than they intend; 
And if the means be just, the conduct true, 
Applause, in spite of trivial faults, is due. 
As men of breeding, sometimes men of wit. 
To' avoid great errors must the less commit ; 
Neglect the rules each verbal critic lays, 
For not to know some trifles is a praise. 
Most critics, fond of some subs«rvient art. 
Still make the whole depend upon a part : 
They talk of principles, but notions prise, 
And all to one lov'd folly sacrifice. 

Once on a time La Mancha's Knigfat, they say, 
A eerta'm bard encountering on the way, 
JXscoun'd in terms as just, wlt^ looks as Bige, 
As e'er could Pennis of th« Ondn i«i«t. 
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Concluding all were desperate sots and CmL 
Who durst depart from Aristotle's rules. 
Our author, happy in a judge so nice. 
Produced his play» and begg'd the knight's ad 
Made him observe the subject and the plot. 
The manners, passions, unities ; what not ? 
All which exact to rule were brought about, 
Were but a combat In the lists left out. 
' What! leave the combat out?* ezcJaims the knig 
' Yes. or we must renounce the Stagirite.'— 
' Not so, by Heav'n ! (he answers in a rage) 
' Knights, squires, and steeds, must enter on th 

stage.'— 
' So vast a throng the stage can ne'er contain.'-* 
' Then build a new, or act it on a plain.* 
Thus critics of less judgment than caprice, 
furious, not knowing, not exact, but nice, 
onn short ideas, and offend in arts 
\8 most in manners) by a love to parts. 
V>me to conceit alone their taste confine, 
d glittering tlioughts struck out at evciy line; 
■s'd with a work wliere nothing's just or fit, 
' glaring ciiaos and wild heap of wit. 
«, like painters, thus unskill'd to trace 
naked nature and the living grace, 
gold and jewels cover every part, 
ilde witli ornaments their want of art. 
vit is nature to advantage dress'd, 
>ft was thought, but ne'er so well expressM; 
ing whose truth convinc'd at sight we find, 
?es us back the image of our mind. 
es more sweetly recommend the light, 
St plainness sets off spriglitly wit : 
s may have more wit than does 'em good, 
\ perish through excess of blood, 
'or language all tlicir care express, 
books, as women men, for dress: 
e is still— the style is exce\\e»,\.\ 
hey humbly take uvou couUsoX. 
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tUuDf they call a thoiigfat» 
m ilmaartrinr ends the song, 
A Iponndad make, drags its slow length 

V* 

h It tUM their own dull rhymes, and know 
■adly smooth, or langnisbingly slow, 
• the easy vigour of a line 
tUmafw strength and Waller's sweetness 

ia writing comes from art, not chance. 
Bore easiest who have leam'd to dance. 
MMgh no harshness gives offence ; 
I most seem an echo to the sense, 
t atraln when lephyr gently blows. 
Booth stream in smoother numbers flows; 
kmd surges lash the sounding shore, 
} roogh verse itbould like the torrent roar. 
K strives some rock's rast weight to throw, 
oo labours, and the words move slow : 
len swift Camilla scours the plain, 
the' unbending com, and skims alone the 
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.te tolgar tiiua through imitati<m err; 

i oft the le&ra'd by being singular; 
4> much they acorn the crowd, that if the throng 
By chance go rights they purposely go wrong. 
80 schismatics the plain believers quit. 
And are but damn'd for having' too mudi wit. 
Some praise at morning what Um^ blame at night. 
But always think tlie last opinion right. 
A Muse by these is like a mistress ns'd, 
lUs hour she's idolis*d, the next abus'd ; 
While their weak heads, like towns unfortified, 
Twixt sense and nonsense daily change their side. 
Ask them the cause ; tiiey're wiser still they say ; 
And still to-morrow's wiser than to-day. 
We think our fathers fools, so wise we grow ; 
Our wiser sons no doubt will think us so. 
Once school-divines this aealous isle overspread ; 
Who knew most sentences was deepest read : 
Faith, gospel, all seem'd made to be disputed, 
And none had sense enough to bo confuted. 
Scotists and Thomists now in peace remain 
Amidst tiieir kindred cobwebs in Duck-lane. 
If foith itself has different dresses worn. 
What wonder modes in wit should take their turn? 
Oft leaving what is natural and fit, 
The current folly proves the ready wit ; 
And authors think tlicir reputation safe. 
Which lives as long as fools are pleas'd to laugh. 

Some, valuing those of their own side or mind, 
sun make themselves the measure of mankind : 
Fondly we think we honour merit then. 
When we but praise ourselves in otiier men. 

Parties in wit attend on those of state. 
And public faction doubles private hate. 
Pride, malice, folly, against Dryden rose. 
In various shapes of parsons, critics, beaux t 
Bat sense surviv'd when merry jests were past; 
Fbr rising merit will buoy up at last. 
ICf bt be return and bless once more out e^f^at 
Mew BUekmoiM and new Milboumft nasXvroe ' 
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ftoM iritfapaias we ^vard, but lose wUlh eue, 
NM to ^ex, but nereir all to please ; 
»t the vicious fear, the virtuous shun ; 
lU *tis hated, and by knaves undone 1 
t ao much from ifnorance undergOt 
not learning too commence its foe! 
those met rewards who could excel, 
icfa were prais'd who but endeavoured well: 
1 triumphs were to generals only due, 
» were reserved to grace the soldiers too. 
ley who reach Parnassus' lof^ crown 

I their pains to spurn smne oUiers down; 
hile self-love each jealous writer rules, 
ding wits become the sport of fools ; 

II the worst with most regret commend, 
di ill author is as bad a Mend. 

tt base ends, and by what abject wa^, 
»rtals urg'd through sacred lust of praise! 
*er so dire a thirst of glory boast, 
the critic let the man be lost, 
ature and good sense must ever join; 
b human, to forgive divine, 
f in noble minds some dregs remain, 
t purg'd off, of spleen and sour disdain, 
fe that rage on more provoking crimes, 
X a dearth in these flagitious times. 
don vile obscenity should find, 
wit and art conspire to move your mfaid; 
Iness with obscenity must prove 
nefiil sure as impotence in love. 
Ikt age of pleasure, wealth, and ease, 
Jie rank weed, and thrived with large increase : 
Dve was all an easy monarch's care; 
at council, never in a war; . 
*d the state, and statesmen fkrces writ; 
ti had pensions, and young lords had wit ; 
• sat panting at a courtiers play, 
ta mask went unim[»rov'd away; 
de$t /ha was lifted up no more, 
pfiM smil'd at wh«t they biuah'd b«fwe* 
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A you iritih pleasure own your errors pasCr 
Ad make each day a critique on the last. 
.Tis not enouffh your counsel still be true; 
Blunt truths more michief than nice falsehoods dot 
Hen must be taught as if you taught them not. 
And things unknown propos'd as things forgot. 
Without good-breeding truth is disapproyd; 
That only makes superior sense belov'd. 
Be niggards of advice on no pretence^ 
For the vrorst avarice is that of sense. 
With mean complacence ne'er betray your trust,. 
Kor be so civil as to prove ui^nst. 
Fear not the anger of the wise to raise; 
Those best can bear reproof who merit praise. 

Twere well might critics still this freedom take^ 
But Api»us reddens at each word yon speak. 
And stares tremendous, with a threatening eye, 
Uke some fierce tyrant in old tapestry. 
Fear most to tax an honourable fool. 
Whose right it is, uncensur'd, to be dull : 
Such, without wit, are poets when tiiey please. 
As without learning tiiey can take degrees. 
Leave dangerous truths to unsuccessful satires. 
And flattery to fulsome dedicators ; 
Whom, when tfa^ praise, the world believes no more 
Than when they promise to give scribbling o'er. 
Tis best sometimes your censure to restrain. 
And diaritably let the dull be vain; 
Tour nlence there is better than your spite. 
For who can rail so long as thcgr can write ? 
Still humming on their drow^ course they keep. 
And lash'd so long, like tops, are lash'd asleep. 
Tti\ae tt^B but help than to renew the race. 
As after stumbling jades will mend their pace. 
What crowds of these, impenitently bold. 
In sounds and jingling syllables grown old. 
Still run on poets, in a raging vein, 
Ev'n to the dregs and squeeaings of t\ie bmxi. 
Strain ont the last dull dropp\nc& of thcix %csaft» 
Aad ibjmo with aU the rage of ixnpoleiic«\ 
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Our criUa take a contrary extreme. 
They Judge with fiiiy, bat they write with phlegm : 
lior suffBra Horace more in wrong traoslationa 
By wits, than critic* in as wrong quotations. 

See Dionysius Homer^s thoughts refine. 
And call new beauties forth from every line ! 

Fancy and art in gay Fetronins please, 
The scholar s learning with the courtier's ease. 

In grave Quintilian*s eopious work we find 
The justest rules and dearrat method join'd. 
Thus useful arms in magasines we place. 
All ranged in order, and disposM with grace ; 
But less to please tlie eye than arm the hand, 
Still fit ftn* use^ and ready at command. 

Thee, bold Longlnus I all the Nine inspire. 
And bless their critic with a poet's fire: 
An ardent judge, who, aealous in bb tms^ 
With warmth gives sentence, yet is alwajrs Just; 
Whose own example strengthens all his laws. 
And is himself that great sublime he draws. 

Thus long succeeding critics justly reign'd* 
licence repress*d, and useful laws ordain'd : • 
Learning and Rmuo alike in empire grew. 
And artb still followed where her eagles ftew\ 
traok the same foes at last both felt thtir doom, 
4ad the atone age saw Jearaiiig foU uid BiOino* 
VoL II, D 
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Both fairly owning riches, in effect, 
No grace of Heav'n, or token of the' elect; 
Giv'n to the fool, the mad, the vain, the evil/ 
To Ward, to Waters, Chartres, and the devil. 

B. What nature wants, commodious gold bestows ; 
Tis thus we eat the bread another sows. 

P. Bat how unequal it bestows observe ; 
*ris thus we riot, while who sow it starve : 
What nature wants (a phrase I much distrust) 
Extends to luxury, extends to lust : 
Useful I grant, it serves what life requires* 
But ^readfiil too, the dark assassin hires. 
JB. Trade it may help, society extend. 
P. Bat lures the pirate, and corrupts the friend. 
B. It raises armies in a nation's aid. 
P. But bribes a senate, and the land's betray'd. 
In vain may heroes fight and patriots rave, 
If secret gold sap on tirom knave to knave. 
Once, we confess, beneath the patriot's clo%k 
From the crack'd bag the dropping guinea spoke. 
And jingling down the back-stairs, told the crew, 
' Old Cato is as great a rogue as you.' 
Blest paper-credit ! last and best supply ! 
That lends corruption lighter wings to fly ! 
Gold imp'd by thee, can compass hardest things. 
Can pocket states, can fetch or carry kings ; 
A single leaf shall waft an army o'er. 
Or ship off senates to some distant shore ; 
A leaf, like Sibyl's, scatter to and fro 
Our fates and fortunes as the winds shall blow; 
Pregnant with thousands flits the scrap unseen. 
And silent sells a king or buys a queen. 

Oh ! that such bulky bribes as all might see 
Still, as of old, incumber*d villainy ! 
Could France or Rome divert our brave designs 
With all their brandies or with all their wines ? 
What could they more than knights and 'squVv^ 

confound. 
Or water aU the quoram ten miles round f 
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.Minan** slumbers how this 

, Spain hss sent a thousand 

/e bales of British cloth bh 

Hundred oxen at your levee 

Poor avarice one torment m< 

.for could profusion squander 

Astride his cheese Sir Morgan 

And Worldly crying coals troi 

Whom with a wig so wild anc 

Pity mistakes for some poor tr 

Had Colepepper's whole wraith 

Could he himself have sent it 

His grace will game: bo Whiti 

With spurning heels and with 

To White's b^ carried, as to a 

Fair coursers, vases, and allur 

Shall then Uxorio, if the stak< 

Bear home six whores, aud m 

Or soft Adonis, so perfum'd a 

Drive to St. JameVs a whole 

Oh filthy check on all industr 

To spoil the nation's last grea 

Since then, my lord, on such 

What say you 1 B. Say ? Why, 

P. What riches give us let < 

Meat, fire, and clothes. B, Vr 

clothes, and fire." 
Is thb too little ? would you 
Alas! 'tis more tlian Turner f 
Alas ! 'tis more than fall his 
Unhappy Wharton, waking, f 
What can they give ? to dyini 
To Chartres vigour i Japhet i 
Can thety in gems bid pallid 1 
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Bbmt 1 whj bean fae Britain's haU ? 
i told Um ia tiMM words oar fatet— 
,th conroptioo, like a getteral flood» 
bgr watehfiil miaisten witlMlood) 
Age all ; and avarice, creeping o^ 
JM a low-born mist and blot the svnr 
4^ and patriot ply alike the stocks, 
md bntler share alike the box, 
l« Job, and bish(^s bite the town, 
hty dokes pack cards for half>apcrown; 
In sank in I«cre*s sordid charms, 
ice reveng'd of Anne's and Edward's arms 1' 
coort-badge, great scriv'ner i fir'd thy brain, 
ly Inxnry, nor city gain : 
I thy rii^teoas end, asham'd to sed 
legenerate, patriots disagree, 
ly wishing party-rage to cease, 
oth sides, and gire thy country peace. 
lis b madness,' cries a sober sage ^- 
ay my Aiend, has reason in his rage f 
ig passion, be it what it will, 
ig passion, conqaers reason still.' 
t tlw wildcat whimsey we can finoM 
1 that passion if it has no aim ; 
1^ sacfa motiyes foily you may call, 
*B greater to liave none at all. 
NO the tratht^* TIs Hea^'n each passion 

fient men directs to different ends. 

la nature equal good produce; 

la man c<mcar to general use.* 
that makes one ke^, and one bestow ?-• 
■V who Uds the ocean ebb and flow ; 
.tbiek harvest, equal coarse maintain, 
reoondl'd extremes of drought and ndn ; 
b OB death, on change duration founds, 
( tbeP eternal wheels to know thdr rounds. 

Hke insects, when conceal'd they lie, 
for wliiffs, and ia their seawm fty. 
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kitchen vied in coolnett with his grot i 
uiUTt with nettles, moats with cresses stor'd, 
soups unbought, and salads, bless'd his board? 
>tta liv'd on pulse, it was no more 
. bramins, saints, and sages, did before: 
"am the rich was prodigal ex pence ; 
who would take the poor from Providence ? 
some lone chartreus stands the good old hall, 
ce withoot, and fiksts within the wall ; 
ifter'd roofs with dance and talxMr sound, 
oontide bell invites the country round ; 
ats witii sighs the smokeless towers survey, 
turn the' unwilling steeds another way ; 
;hted wanderers, the forest o'er, 
I the sav'd candle and unopening door ; 
; the gaunt mastiff, growling at the gate, 
:hts the beggar whom he longs to eat. 
. so his son ; he mark'd this orersight, 
then mistook reverse of wrong for right: 
irhat to shun will no great knowledge need, 
rhat to follow is a task indeed 1) 
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But all oar praises why should lords engross f 
Rise, honest Muse! and sing the Man of Ross: 
Pleas'd Vaga echoes through her winding bounds^ 
And rapid Severn hoarse applause resounds. 
Who hung with woods yon mountain's sultry brow? 
From the dry rook who bade the waters flow ? 
lYot to the skies in useless columns tost. 
Or in proud falls magnificently lost. 
But clear and artless, pouring throuj^h the plain 
Health to the sick, and solace to the swain. 
Whose causeway parts the vale with shady rows ? 
Whose seats the weary traveller repose ? 
Wlio taught that heav'n-dlrected spire to rise ? 
' The Man of Ross,' each lisping babe replies. 
Behold the market-place with poor o'erspread I 
The Man of Ross divides the weekly bread : 
He feeds yon almshouse, neat, but void of state. 
Where age and want ait smiling at the gate : 
Him portion'd maids, apprentic'd orphcns, blest,* 
The yonng who labour, and the old who rest. 
Is any sick i the Man of Ross relieves. 
Prescribes, attmds, the med'cine makes and give 
Is there a variance ? enter but his door, 
Balk'd are the coiiirts, and contest is no more ; 
Despairing quacks with curses fled the place. 
And vile attornies, now an useless race. 

B. Thrice happy man enabled to pursue 
What all so wish, but want the pow'r to do ! 
Oh say, what sums that generous hand siyip' 
What mines to swell that boondlen diarity 
' P. Of debts and taxes, wtfe and children, 
This man possess'd'-five hundred pounds a 
Blush, grandeur, blush! proud courts, w 

your blase ; 
Ye Htde stars ! hide your'Vlimlnbh'd rays 

B, And what? no monument, inscriptif 
His race, his ibnn, his name, almost nnk' 

P. Who builds a church to God, and no 
Will never mark the marble willi his ns' 
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An added pudding solemni^d the Lord's : 
Constant at Church and 'Change ; his gains were sure; 
His givings rare, save farthings to the poor. 

The devil was piqued such saintship to behold. 
And long'd to tempt him like good Job of old ; 
But Satan now is wiser than of yore. 
And tempts by making rich, not making poor. 

Rous'd by the prince of air, the whirlwinds sweep 
The surge, and plunge his father in the deep ; 
Then full agiunst his Conush lands they roar. 
And two rich shipwrecks Mess the lucky shore. 

Sir Balaam now, he lives like other folks. 
He takes hb chirping pint and cracks his jokes. 
< live like yourself/ was soon my lady's word ; 
And, lo ! two puddings smok'd upon the board. 

Asleep and naked as an Indian lay 
An honest fisctor stole a gem away : 
He pledg'd it to the knight; the knight had nit, 
So kept tiio diamond, and the rogue was bit. 
Some scrapie rose, bat thus he eas'd his ibouf^: 
*rUaowglT8 sixpence where I fave •u-ffwfc^-. 



— .f tiuw a man of spirit, 
AscnDes bis settings to his parts and merit ; 
What Ute he call'd a blessing now was wit, 
Aad Ood*s good providence a lucky hit. 
lUngs change their titles as our manners turn : 
Hb compting-house employ'd the Sunday morn : 
Seldom at church ftwas sach a busy life) 
Bot duly sent his family and wife. 
Iliere (so the devil ordain'd) one Christmas-tide 
My good old lady catch'd a cold and died. 

A nymph of quality admires our knight; 
He nwrries, bows at court, and grows polite ; 
Leeves the dull cits, and joins (to please the iair^ 
The Well-bred cuckolds in St. James's air : 
Unt for his son a gay commission buys, 
Who drinks, whores, fights, and in a duel dies : 
9> daughter flaunts a viscounfs tawdry wife; 
he bears a coronet and p~x for life. 

B Bfitain's senate he a seat obtains, 

nd one more pensioner St. Stephen gains. 

y lady falls to play ; so bad her chance, 

B must repair it; takeji » »•-' 
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Shall call the winds through long: arcades to- roar. 
Proud to catch cold at a Venetian door: 
Conscious they act a true Palladian part. 
And if they starve they starve by rules of art. 

Oft have yon hinted to your lHY>ther peer 
A certain truth, which many buy too dear : 
Something there is more needful than expenc^ 
And something previous ev'n to taste— 'tis sense ; 
Good sense, wl)ich only is the gift of Heaven, 
• And though no science, fiiirly worth the seven ; 

A light which in yourself you must perceive ; 
Jones and Le M6tre have it not to give. 

To boild, to plant, whatever you intend. 
To rear the column, or the arch to bend. 
To swell the terrace, or to sink the grot. 
In all* let Nature never be forgot ; 
But treat the goddess like a modest fair. 
Nor over*dress, nor leave her wholly bare ; 
Let not each beauty every where be spied. 
Where half the skill is deeentJy to hide. 
He gains all points who pleasingly confounds. 
Surprises, varies, and conceals the bounds. 

Consult the genius of the place in all ; 
That tells the waters or to rise or fall ; 
Or helps the* ambitious hill the heav'ns to scale, 
Or scoops in circling theatres the vale ; 
Calls in the country, catches opening glades. 
Joins willini^woods, and varies shades from sliades; 

I Now breaks, or now directs, the" intending lines ; 

Faints as you plant, and as you work designs. 

Still follow sense, of every art the soul ; 
Farts answering parts shall slide into a whole, 
Spontaneous beauties all around advance. 
Start ev'n from difliculty, strike from chance : 
I Nature shall Join you ; Ume shall make it grow 

A work to wonder at— peihaps a Stow. 

Without it, proud Versailles ! thy glory falls, 
Apd Nero*s terraces desert their walb : 
The vast parterres a thousand hands aYtaW. tu«>l«, 
Xo/ Cobbua oomes and floats Uwnx iv\^ %\gikA' 
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Ko pleuinf intricadet intanrene, 
Ko artful 'wildnen to perplex the scene ; 
Grove nods at grove, eadi all^ has a brotho'. 
And half the platform just reflects the other. 
The suffering eye inverted Nature sees. 
Trees cut to statues, statues tbidi as trees; 
WiUi here a fountain never to be they'd. 
And there a summer-bouse that knows no shade ; 
Here Amphitritt sails through myrtle bowers. 
There gladiators fight or die in flowers ; 
Vnwater'd see the drooping seahorse mourn, 
And swallows roost in Nilu^ dusty nm. 

My lord advances with mi^estic mien, 
Smit with the mighty pleasure to be seen t 
But soft—by regular approach— not yet- 
First through the length of yon hot terrace sweat; 
And when up ten steep slopes you*ve dragg*d your 

thighs. 
Just at his study-door he'll Mess your eyes. 

His stady ! with what authors is it stored f 
In books, not authors, curious is n^ lord ; 
To all tlieir dated backs he turns you round ; 
Tliese Aldas printed, those Du 8vBl has bound ! 
Lo, some are vellum, and the rest as good, 
For all his lordship knows,— but th^ are wood ! 
Fbr Locke or Bfilton 'tis in vain to look ; 
These shelves admit not any modem book. 

And now the chapel's silver bell you hear. 
That summons you to all the pride of pray'r : 
Light quirks of music, broken and unev'n, 
Make the soul dance upon a jig to Heav'n. 
On painted ceilings you devoutly stare. 
Where sprawl the saints of Verrio or Laguerre, 
9r fildcMl clouds in fair expansion lie, 
Ind bring all paradise before your eye. 

b rest, the cushion and soft dean invite, , 

nu> never mentions hell to ears polite. 

But, hark ! the chiming clocks to dinner call \ 

handred footsteps scrape the xn%^\e\vsSk\\ 
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JoOM and Falladio to themselves restore. 
And be whate'er yitravios was before : 
Till kings call forth the ideas of yoar mind, 
(Proud to accomplish what such hands design'd) 
Bid harboors open» public ways extend. 
Bid temples worthier of the God ascend. 
Bid the broad arch the dangerous flood contain. 
The mole projected break the roaring main. 
Back to his bounds their subject sea command. 
And roll obedient rivers through the land : 
These hoooara peace to happy Britain brings ; 
These are imperial works, and worthy kings. 



ELEGY 

Tf tki Muiwry of an uf^ortunaie Lady. 

\ji7 HATbeck*ningghostalong themoonJightshade 
* * Invites my steps, and points to yonder glade ^ 
Tb she !-~bttt why that bleeding bosom gor'd ? 
Why dimly glrams the virionary sword ? 
Oh ever beauteous, ever firiendly ! tell. 
Is it, in Heav'n, a crime to love too well ? 
To bear too tender, or too firm a hearty 
To act a lover's or a Romanes part? 
Is tiiere no bright reversion in the sky 
For ttaoae who igreatly think, or bravely die ? 

Why bade ye else, ye powers I her soul aspire 
Above the vulgar flight of low desire? 
Ambition first sprung from your blest abodes, 
The glorious fiudt of angels and of gods : 
TbsBce to thdr images on earth it flows, 
And in the bveasts of kings and heroes glows. 
Host souls, 'tis true, but peep out <mce an age, 
Doll sullen prisoners in the body's cage : 
Dim lights of lifiB^ that bum a length of years 
Ustless, unseen, as lamps in sepulchres ; 
like eastern kings m laay state they keep, 
Aad, clott eonftn'd lo their oim pito(oe,i\w!^. 
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From these, perhups fere nature bade her die,) 

Fate snatch'd her early lo the pitying sky. 

As into air the purer spirits flow. 

And separate from their kindred dregs below ; 

So flew the soul to Its congenial place, 

Nor lefl one virtue to redeem her race. 
But thou, fUse guardian of a charge too good. 

Thou, mean deserter of thy brother's blood I 

See on these ruby lips the trembling breath. 

These cheeks now fading at the blast of death ; 

Cold is that breast which warm'd the world before. 

And those love-darting eyes must roll no more. 

Thus, if eternal justice rules the ball. 

Thus ihall your wives, and thus your children fall: 

On all the line a sudden vengeance waits. 
And firequent herses shall besiege your gates ; 

There passengers shall stand, and pointing say 
(While the long funerals blacken all the way,) 
Lo I these were they whose souls the furies steelM, 
And curs'd with hearts unknowing how to yield. 
Thus unlamented pass the proud away, 
The gaze of fools, and pageant of a day I 
So perish all, whose breast ne'er leam'd to glow 
For others' good, or melt at others' woe. 

What can atone (oh, ever4njured shade !) 
Thy fate unpitied, and thy rites unpaid ? 
No friend's complaint, no kind domestic tear, 
Pleas'd thy pale ghost, or grac'd thy mournful bier. 
By foreign hands thy dying eyes were clos'd. 
By foreign hands thy decent limbs compos'd. 
By foreign hands tliy humble grave adom'd. 
By strangers honoured, and by strangers moum'd! 
What though no friends in sable weeds appear. 
Grieve for an hour, perhaps, tlien mourn a year ; 
And bear about the mockery of woe 
To midnight dances, and the public show i 
What Uiough no weeping loves thy ashes grace, 
Nor polish'd marble emulate thy face? 
What though no sacred earth allow thee rooir 

iVor hallow'd dirgo be mucter*d o'er thy tom' 
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lall thy grave with rising flowers be dtmfd, 
the green turf lie lighdy on thy breast: 
.« shall the morn her earliest tears bestow, 
jre the first roses of the year shall blow ; 

Mle angels with their silTer wings o*ershade 

.he ground, now sacred by thy relics made. 

80 peaceful rests, without a stone, a naoM, 
What once had beauty, titles, wealth, and fturae. 
How lov'd, how hoDourM once, avails thee not. 
To whom related, or by whom b^ot ; 
A heap of dust alone remains of thee ; 
'Us all thou art, and all the proud shall be I 

Poets themselves must fall' like those thfy sung, 
Deaf ttie prais'd ear, and mote the tuneful tongue. 
Ev'n he, whose soul now melts in mournful lays. 
Shall shortly want the generous tear he pays ; 
Then from his closing eyes thy ibnn shall part. 
And the last pang shall tear thee from his heart; 
Life*s idle business at one gasp be o'er. 
The muse forgot, and thoa belov'd no more -I 



ODE OK ST. CECILIA'S DAT. 

DESCEND, ye Nine ! descend and sing ; 
The breathing Instruments inspire^ 
Wake into voice each silent string. 
And sweep the sounding lyre ! 
In a sadly-pleai^g strain 
Let the waibling lute complain ; 
Let the load trumpet sound* 
Till the rooft all around 
The shrill echoes rebound ; 
While in more lengthen'd notes and slow 
The deep, m^iestic, solemn organs blow. 
Hark I the numbers soft and clear 
Gently steal upon the ear ; 
Kow loader, and yet loader lise. 
And BU with Jipreadinc soirnds the ikVM *. 
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xxoT swell too high, nor sink too low. 
If in the breast tamultuoas joys arise. 
Music her soft assuasive voice applies ; 
Or when tlie soul is press'd with cares, 
Exalts her in enlivening airs. 
Warriors she fires with animated sounds ; 
Poors balm into the bleeding lover's wound 
Melancholy lifts her head, 
Morpheus rouses from hb bed. 
Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
listening Envy drops her snakes ; 
Intestine war no more our passions wage. 
And giddy factions hear away their rage. 

But when our country's cause provokes to ai 
How martial music every bosom warms ! 
So when the first bold vessel dar'd the seas. 
High on the stern the Thradan rais'd Ids stn 
While Argo saw her kindred trees 
Descend from Pelion to the main : 
Transported demigods stood round. 
And men grew heroes at the sound. 
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vr ainmrmnuiuie Duwers ; 
By tiio heroes* armed shades, 
Olitterinff through the gloomy gladea; 
By the yooths that died for love» 
Wandering in the myrtle grove, 
Bestore, restore Eorydice to life; 
Oh, take the husband, or return the wife!— 
He sung, and hell consented 
To hear the poet's pray*r i 
Stem Proserpine relented. 
And gave him back the fair. 
Thus song could prevail 
0*er death and o*er hell, 
A conquest how hard and how glorious I 
Though fate had fiut bound her, 
With Stjrz nine times round her, 
"S^et music and love were victorious. 

jt soon, too soon, the lover tunis \ns «9«»\ 
\gMio »be fkUs, again she ^Uei , »ki« dVM ^ 
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Walk ID' thy light, and in thy temple bend ; 
See thy bright altars throng'd with prostrate king», 
And heapM with iHtKlocts of Sabaean springs ! 
For thee Idume^s spicy forests blow, * 
And seeds of gold in Ophir's moiutalns glow. 
See Hcav'n its sparkling portals wide display, 
And break upon thee in a flood of day. 
Ko more tlie rising san shall gild the mom. 
Nor evening Cynthia fill her silver horn ; 
Bat lost, dissolv'd in thy superior rays. 
One tide of glory, one unclouded blaze 
O'erflow thy courts : the light himself shall shine 
ReveaPd, and God's eternal day be thine I 
The seas shall waste, the skies in smoke decay. 
Rocks fall to dust, and mountains melt away ; 
Sat fiz'd his word, his saving pow'r remains ;— 
Tb/ realm for ever lasts, thy own Muriak reigns ! 
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xire m eacn eye, ana papers in each httQd) 
They rave, recite, and madden round the land. 

What walls can f uard me, or what shades can hide? 
They pierce my thickets, through my grot they glide. 
By laud, hy water, they renew the charge. 
They stop the chariot, and they board the barge. 
No place is sacred, not the church is free, 
Ev'n Sunday shines no sabbath>day to me : 
Then from the mint walks forth the roan of rhyme, 
Happy to catch me just at dinner-time. 

Is there a parson much be-mus'd in beer, 
A maudlin poetess, a rhyming peer, 
A clerk foredoom'd his father's soul' to cross, 
"Who pens a stanza when he should engross ? 
Is there who, lock'd from ink and paper, scrawls 
With desperate charcoal round his darken'd walls ? 
All fly to Twit'nam, and in humble strain 
Apply to me to keep them mad or vain. 
Arthur, whose giddy son neglects the laws, ' 1 

Imputes to me and roy damn'd works the cause: 
Poor Cornns sees his frantic wife elope, ' ^ 

And curses wit. and ooetrv. and PAn». 
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things ; 
I'd never name queens, ministers, or kings ; 
Keep close to ears, and those let asses prick, 
'lis nothing.— P. Nothing ! if they bite and kick i 
Out with it, Dunciad ! let tlie secret pass. 
That secret to each fool, that he's an ass: 
The truth once told (and wherefore should wc lie 
The queen of Midas slept, and so may I. 

Tou think this cruel ? take it for a rule 
"Ho creature smarts so little as a fool. 
Let peals of laughter, Codrus, round thee lH«ak, 
Thou unconcern'd canst hear the mighty crack: 
Pit, box, and gallery, in convulsions hnrl'd. 
Thou stand'st unshook amidst a bursting world. 
Who shames a scribbler? break one cobweb througl 
He spins the slight self-pleasing thread anew : 
Destroy his fib, or sophistry, in vain ; 
The creature's at his dirty work again, 
Thron'd on the centre of his thin designs. 
Proud of a vast extent of flimsy 4ines ! 
IVhom have I hurt ? has poet yet or peer 
Lost the arch'd eyebrow or Parnassian sneer ? 
And has not Ck)lley still his lord and whore? 
His butchers Henley ? his free>masons Moore ? 
Does not one table Bavius st^l admit ? 
Still to one bishop Philips seem a wit? 
Still Sappho.—ifl. Hold ! for God's sake— you'll offenc 
No names^be calm— learn prudence of a firiend : 
I too could write, and I am twice as tall ; 
But foes like these.— P. One flatterer's worse than a] 
Of all mad creatures, if the leam'd are right. 
It is the slaver kills and not the bite. 
A fool quite angry is quite innocent : 
Alas I 'tis ten times worse when they repent. 

One dedicates in high heroic prose, 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes : 
One from aU Grab^treet wUl my fame dnfeikd, 
Aad, none abuirt, caUs himself my friend. 



3o on, obliging creatures ! malie me see 
All that disgrac'd my betters met in me. 
89J, for ray comfort, languishing in bed, 
'Just so immortal Maro held liis head :* 
And when I die, be sure you let me know 
Oremt Homer died three Uiousand years ago. 
Why did I write ? what sin to mc unknown 
Dif^d me in ink, my parents', or my own ? 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
I lisp'd in numbers, for the numbers came : 

1 left no calling for this idle trade. 
No duty broke, no father disobey'd: 

The Muse but Sf rv'd to ease some fnend, not wife, 
To help me through this long disease, my life, 
To second, Arbuthnot! thy art and care. 
And tearh the being you preserved to bear. 

But why then publish? Granville the polite. 
And knowing "Walsh, would tell mc T could write; 
^'cll^atur'd Garth iiiRam'd with early praise. 
And Congrcve lov'd, and Swift endui^d, my lays ; 
The courtly Talbot, Somcrs, Sheffield, read, 
Ev*n mitred Rochester would nod the head. 
And St. Jolm*s self Cgreat Dryden's friends before) 
Widi open arms recciv'd one poet more. 
Ilappy my studies, when by these approv'd ! 
Happier their author, when by these belov'd I 
Tram these tlie world will Judge of men and books, 
Kot from the Bumets, Oldmisons, and Cooks. 

Soft were my numbers ; who could take offence 
While pure description held the place of sense ? 
like gentle Fanny's was my floweiy theme, 
* A painted mistress, or a purling stream.** 
Tet then did OUdon drew his venal qiuW; 

2 witb'd the man a dinner, and tat »U\\-. 
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I never answered ; I was noi u« ^. . 

If want provok'd, or madness made them prrni, 

I wag*d no war with Bedlam or the Mint. 

Did some more sober critic come abroad ; 
If wrong I smil'dy if right I kiss*d the rod. 
Pains, reading, study, are their just pretence. 
And all they want is spirit, taste, and sense. 
Commas and points they set exactly right, 
And 'twere a sin to rob them of their mite, 
Tet ne'er one sprig of laurel grac'd these ribalds. 
From slashing Beutly down to piddling Tibbalds: 
Each wight who reads not, and but scans and spells. 
Each word^catcber that lives on syllables, 
£v*n such small critics some regard may claim, 
Preserv'd in Milton's or in Shakspeare's name. 
Pretty ! in amber to observe the forms 
Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms! 
The things, we know, are neither rich nor rare. 
But wonder how the devil they got there. - 

Were others angry : I excus'd them too ; 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find ; 
But each man's secret standard in his mind. 
That casting-weight pride adds to emptiness. 
This who can gratify ? for who can guess ? 
The bard whom pilfer'd pastorals renown. 
Who turns a Persian tale for half-a-crown. 
Just writes to make his barrenness appear. 
And strains from hard-bound brains eight lines a year; 
He who atili panting, though he lives on iheft. 
Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing left ; 
And he who now to sens*, now nonsense, leaning. 
Means not, but blunders round about a meaning; 
And he whoee fustian's so sublimely bad. 
It is not poetry, bat prose run mad : 
All these my modest satire bade translate. 
And own'd that nine aach poets made a Takft. 
JFfow did ttugrfaoM, tod stamp, and roar, mAdl^haSftX 
-Aad swear not ilddiaon biouelf wm ««£«. 
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Wko can your merit selfishly approve. 
And show the seoae of it without the love ; 
Who has the vanity to call you friend^ 
Tet wants the honoiur, inior'd, to defoid ; 
Who tells whatever you think, whatever you say, 
And, if he lie not, most at least betray ; 
\ Who to the dean and siWer bell can swear, 
!1 And sees at Canons what was never there ; 

(Who reads but with a lust to misapply. 
Makes satire a lampoon, and fiction lie : 
A lash like mine no honest man shall dread« 
But all sudi babblinc Uockheads in his stead. 

Let Sporus tremble— il. What ? that thing of silk, 
Sporus, that mere white curd of asses* milk ? 
Satire or sense* alas ! can Sporus feel i 
Who breaks a batterfly up<m a wheel i 
J*. Yet let me flap this bog with filded win|^, 
Tlua /Minted child of dirt, that stinks and stincs \ 
Wboae boas die witty and the fair annoya. 
Yet wit sk^er taMtea, and beauty ne^er VD^oysx 



]7ot lucre's madman, nor ambition's tool, 
Kot proud, nor servile ; be one poet's praise. 
That if he pleas'd he pleas'd by manly ways ; 
That flattery, ev'n to kings, he held a shame, 
And thought a lie in verse or prose the same ; 
That not in fancy's maze he wander'd long. 
But stoop'd to truth, and moralis'd his song ; 
That not for foroe, bat virtue^s better end. 
He stood tiie furious foe, the timid Mend, 
The damning critic, hal&approTing wit. 
The coxcomb hit, or fisaring to be hit ; 
Laugh'd at the less of friends he never had. 
The dull, the proud, the wicked, and the mad ; 
The distant throats of vengeance on bis head, . 
The blow unfelt, the tear he never shed; 
The tale revived, the lie so oft o'erthrown» 
72ie' imputed tnab, and dulnen not bis oNtu *; 
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.orals UadKen'd when the writings *i 

ibell'd person, and the pictured 8liap< 

se on all he lov'd, or lov'd him, sprea< 

riend in exile, or a father dead ; 

.e whbper, that, to greatness still too m 

erhaps yet vibrates on his sovereign's eaj 

Welcome for thee, fair virtue ! all the pas 

For thee, fair virtue ! welcome ev'n the lu 

A. But why insult the poor, aflinont the c 
P. A knave's a knave to me in eveiy state 
Alike my scorn, if he succeed or fail, 
Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail ; 
A hireling scribbler, or a hireling peer, 
Knif bt of the post corrupt, or of the shire 
If on a pillory, or near a throne. 
He gain his prince's ear or lose his own. 

Tet soft by nature, more a dupe than wi 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit 
This dreaded saUrist Dennb will confess 
Poe to his pride, but friend to his distress : 
So humble, he has knock'd at Tibbald's do< 
Has drunk with Gibber, nay, has rhym*d for 
Full ten years slander'd, did he once reply 
Three thousand suns went down on Welst< 
To please a mistress, one aspersM his life ; 
He lash'd him not, but let her be hb wife : 
Let Bndgell charge low Orub-street on his 
And write whate*er he pleased, except his ^ 
l«ek the two Corila of town and court abus* 
His fiither, mother, body, soul, and muse : 
Tet why i that father held it for a rule. 
It was a sin to call our neighbour fool ; 
That harmless mother thought no wife a w 
Hear this, and spare his family, James Moc 
Unspotted names, and memorable long ! 
If there be force in virtue, or in song. 

Of gentle blood (part shed in honour's ca 
'While yet in Britain honour had applause) 
Each parent sprung— ifl. What fortune, pray 

P. Their own ; 
And better got than Be»Ua*s from \ihA ^< 



Max Uebv'D, to bksi thoMdayl, prewrve my fiiej 
PrtKTve him kdrial, cbtorfal, abd Kreue, 
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FIOM firoMB dimes and endless tracks of snow, 
Ih>ia streams tfaataortliera winds forbid to flow« 
"What present siwll the Muse to Dorset bring. 
Or how, so near the Pole, attempt to sing i " 
The hoary winter here conceals from sight 
All pleasing ohfeets that to verse invite. 
The hills and dales, and the delightfol woods. 
The ftowYy plains, and Silver streaming floods. 
By snow disgois'd, in Imght cmftuion lie, 
And, with one dasliiv waste, fistigue the eye. 

No gentle breathing breene prepares Um spring, 
Vo birds within the desert region sing. 
The ships, nnmoVd^ the boist'rous winds defy, 
Vrhiie rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly. 
The vast loyiathan wants room to play. 
And spout his waters in the face of day. 
Olie starving wolves along the main sea prowl. 
And to the mtto« in icy valleya howl. 
For many a shhoing league the level main 
{ Hera sfneada itself into a glasey plain : 

j There solid hiUews, of enormous siae, 

Alps of giw iee, in wild disor^r rise. 
And yet but lately have I seen, e'en here, 
I The winter in a lovely dress appear. 

Ere yet the clouds let fall the treasured snow. 
Or winds begun thro' ha^ skies to blow, 
At ev'nlng a keen-eastern breese arose ; 
And the descending rain unsullied fhne. 
Soon as the silent shades of ixi^t 'w\£EidLT%Ni, 
The ruddy mora disdos'd &t oixcq \a rnvw 



B scag, in umpia carrents, witb surprise 

!S crystal branches on his forehead rise. 

e spreading oak, the beech, and tow'ring pine, 

iz'd over, in the freezing aether shine. 

e frighted birds the rattling branches shon, 

at wave and glitter in the distant son. 

len, if a sudden gust of wind arise, 

3 brittle forest into atoms flies : 

3 crackling wood beneath the tempest bends, 

d in a spangled shower the prospect ends ; 

if a southern gale the region waim, 
d by degrees unbind tiie winf 17 charm, 
} traveller a miiy connti7 sees, 
d journeys sad beneath tiie dropping trees, 
ike some deluded peasant Merlin leads 
x>* fragrant bow'rs, and thro' delicious meads ; 
ile here eridianted gardens to him rise, 
1 aiiy fiftbrics there attract his eyes, 

wandering feet the magic paths punme ; 
1, whUe he thinks the fair Ulusion tnm, 

trackless scenes disperse in fluid air, 

1 woods, and «riMa mnA 4-kA»n» «•<» mw^.^- . 
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At random drove, her helm of reason lost. 
Though now restor'd 'tis only change of pain, 
{A bitter change !) severer for severe : 
The day too short for my distress ; and night, 
£v*n in the senith of her dark domain, 
Is sunsliine to the colour of my fate. 

Night, sable goddess ! from her ebon throne. 
In rayless mi^esty, now stretches forth 
Her leaden sceptre o'er a slumbering world. 
Silente how dead ! and darkness how profound ! 
Nor ^e nor listening ear an object finds ; 
Creation sleeps. Tis as the general pulse 
Of life stood stilU and Nature made a pause ; 
An awful pause ! prophetic of her end. 
And let her prophecy be soon folfiU'd : 
Fate ! drop the curtain ; I can lose no more. 

^ence and Darkness I solemn sisters ! twins 
From anaent Dight, who nurse the tender thought 
To reason, and on reason build resolve, 
(That column of true mi^osty iu mm) 
A»$i8t me : I will tboak you in the pvift\ 
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The grave your kingdom : there this frame shall fall 

A victim sacred to your dreary shrine. 

But vehat are ye ?— 

Thou, who didst put to flight 
Primeval Silence, when the morning stars, 
Exulting, shouted o'er the rising ball; 

Thou ! whose word from solid darkness struck 
That spark, the sun, strike wisdom from my soul ; 
My soul, which flies to thee, her trust, her treasure, 
As misers to their gold, while others rest. 

Through this opaque of nature and of soul. 
This double night, transmit one pitying ray. 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind, 
(A mind that fain would wander from its woe) 
Lead it through various scenes of life and death. 
And from each scene the noblest truths inspire. 
Nor less inspire my conduct than my song ; 
Teach my best reason, reason ; my best will 
Teach rectitude; and fix my firm resolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear : 
lHoT let the phial of thy vengeance, pour'd 
On this devoted head, be pour'd in vain. 

The bell strikes One. We take no note of time 
But from its loss : to give it then a tongue 
Is wise in man. As if au angel spoke 

1 feel the solemn sound. If heard aright. 
It is the knell of my departed hours. 

Where are they ? With the years beyond the flood. 

It is the signal that demands dispatch : 

How ipuch is to be done ? My hopes and fears 

Start np alarm'd, and o'er life's narrow verge 

Xiook down— on what ? A fathomless abyss. 

A dread eternity ! how surely mine! 

And can eternity belong to me. 

Poor pensioner on the bounties of an hoar ? 

How poor, how rich, how abject, how aagust. 
How complicate, how wonderftil, is man ! 
How passing wonder He who made him sacYi \ 
Who center'd in ova make sneh. strange extcemm 
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. this sceott can threaten or indalge, 
les ocean into tempest wnraght, 
t a feather, or to drown a fly. 
xe falls this censure ? it o'erwhelms myself, 
was my heart instrocted by the world ! 
}vr self-fetter'd was my frovelinff soal I 
w, like a worm, was J wrapt round and round 
silken thought, which reptile Fancy spun, 
ill darken'd Reason lay quite clouded o'er. 
With soft conceit of endless comfort here, 
l^or yet put forth her wings to readi the skies > 

l^ight- visions may befriend (as sang alwve :) 
Our waking dreams are fatal. How I dream. 
Of things impossible ! (could sleep do more ?) 
Of joys perpetual in perpetual change ! 
Of stable pleasures on the tossing ware ; 
Etenud sunshine in the storms of life ! 
How richly were my noon-tide trances hung 
With gorgeous tapestries of pietor^d joys ! 
Joy behind joy, in endless perspective ! 
Till at Death's toll, whose restless iron tongue 
Calls daily for his millions at a meal, 
I Starting I woke, and found myself undone. 
I Where now my frenay's pompous furniture f 
[ The cobweb'd cottage, with its ragged wait 
Of mouldering mud, is royalty to me ! 
The spider's mest^attenuated thread 
Is cord, 4s cable, to man's tendw tie 
On earthly bliss : it breaks at every breeze. 
O ye blest scenes of permanent delight ! 
Full above measure! lasting beyond bound I 
I A perpetuity of bliss is bliss. 

Could you> so rich in rapture, fear an end, 

I That ghastiy thought would drink up all yoor joy. 
And quite unparadise the* realms of light. 
Safe are yon lodg'd above these rolling spheres. 
The balefal influence of whose giddy dance 
ffiieds sad vicissitude on all beneath. 

)Here teems witii revolatioiis every hour^ 
' And rarely for the better ; or the bttit 

/ 
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ttuoot OB «U of woman born, 
B difldraa than core hein of pain. 
•, pmW foleano, stonn, and fire, 
ib» Oppranion, with her heart 
trfplo braiB, besiefe mankind. 

dUnherited of day, 

in mines, forgets a san was made : 
, doathlen as their haughty iord, 
d. to the galling oar for life, 
tlia winter's wave, and reap despair. 
d masters, broken under arms, 
t away, with half their limbs, 
and through realms their valour sav'd, 
int or his minion doom, 
curable disease, (fell pairf; 
multitudes remorseless seiae 

make a refuge of the grave, 
g hospitals cyect their dead ! 
m groan for sad admission there ! 
rs, ouce in Fortune's lap high-fed. 
Id hand of Charity ! 
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fan's caution #ften into danf er torns, 

ind, his guard falUnf, cnuhes him to (toath. 

ffot Happinen itself makes food lier daaw ; 

Our very wishes give as not onr wish. 

How distant oft tiie thing we dote on most 

From that for which we dote, felicity f 

The smoothest course of Natare has its pains. 

And truest firiends, through error, wound our rest* 

"Without misfortune what calamities I 

And what hostilities without a foe I 

VoT are foes wanting to the best on eartii. 

But endless is the list of human ills, 

And sighs might sooner fail than cause to sigh. 

A part how small of the terraqueous globe 
Is tenaifted by man ? the rest a waste, 
Kocks, deserts, fetmtn seas, and burning sands I 
Wild haunts of monsters, poisons, stings, and death. 
Such is .earth's melancholy map I but, far 
More sad ! this earth is a true map of man : 
So bounded are its haughty lord's delights 
To woe's wide empire, where deep troubles toss, 
Loud sorrows howl, envehom'd passions bite. 
Ravenous calamities our vitals seise. 
And threatening Fate wide opens to devour. 

What then am I, who sorrow for myself? 
In age, in infancy, from others' aid 
Is all our hope ; to teach us to be kind : 
That Nature's first, last lesson to mankind. 
The selfish heart deserves the pMn it feels. 
More generous sorrow, while It sinks exalts. 
And conscious ^rtue mitigates ihe pang. 
Nor virtue more than prudence bids me giv 
Swoln thought a second channel : vrho divii 
They weaken, too, the torrent of their grief 
Take, tlien, O World ! thy much-indebted i 
How sad a sight is human happiness 
To those whose tiuraght can pierce bejrond 
O thou ! v^ate^er then art, whose heatt ( 
Wouldst thou I should oongratolate Hxy 
Ikjicwttou ironidst; tbypiModvuttdt^ 
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aj pride i»trdon what tfay nature needs, 
lalntary oensnre of a Mend. 

>u happy wretch ! by blindness thou art blest ; 

dotage dandled -to perpetual smHes. 
jsow» smiier I at thy peril art thou pleas'd ; 
Jhy pleasure b the promise of thy pain. 
Jfisfnrtnne, like a creditor severe. 
Bat rises in demand for her delay; 
She makes a scourge of past proqieritj, 
To sting thee more, and double thjr- distress. 
Lorenzo ! Fortune makes her court to thee ; 
Thy fond heart dances while the uynn «]q[s. 
Dear is thy welfare ; tlunk me not unkind ; 
I would not damp, but to secure thy joys. 
Think not that fear is sacred to the storm ; 
Stand on thy guard against the smiles of Fkte. 
Is Heav'n tremendous in its frowns ? most sure ; 
And in its favours formidable too : 
Its favours here are trials, not rewards ; 
A call to duty, not discharge from care. 
And should alarm us full as much as woes. 
Awake us to their cause and consequence^ 
And make us tremble, weighed with our desert ; 
Awe Nature's tumult, and chastise her joys. 
Lest while we elusp we kiU them ; nay, invert; 
To worse than simple misery their dianns. 
Revolted joys, like foes in dvil war, 
like bosom friendships tp resentment soor'd, 
"With rage envenom'd rise against our peace. 
Beware what ^urtb calb happiness ; beware 
All joys but joys that never can expire. 
Who builds on less than an immortal base. 
Fond as he seems, condemns his jtqrs to death. 
Mine died with thee^ Philander; thy last sigh 
Dissolved the charm ; the disinchanted earth 
Lost all her lustre. Where her glittering towers i 
I Her golden mountains where? all dariien'd down 
To naked waste; a dreary vale of tears. 
The great magician's deadl Ttaoa poor, ^e 'S^ncA 

WoL II. F 



-.-^ mil men are aboat to Uve,' 
got ever on the Inrink of betiif bora : 
All pay tbomelves the compliment to think 
Hmu one dej shall not drivel, and their pride 
On this rereraon takes np ready praise ; - 
.4Ut least their own ; tiietr future selves applauds. 
How eicellent that life they ne*er will lead 1 
lime lodged in their own hands is Folly's vails ; 
Hmt lodged in Fate's to wisdom tiiey consign ; 
Hie thinf they can't but purpose, they postpone. 
lis Dot in fblly not to scora a fool, 
Asd scarce in human wisdom to do more. 
All promise is poor dilatory man. 
And that tinroof h 9^ery stage. When young, indeed. 
In ffall content we sometimes nobly rest, 
Unanxious for ourselves, and only wish. 
As duteous sons, our fathers were more wise. 
At thirty man suspects himself a fool ; 
Knows it at forty, and reforms his plan ; ^ 

At fifty chides his infomous delay. 
Poshes his prudent purpose to resolve s 
In all the magnani»"'*- " 
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So dies ia buman hearts the thought of death : 
Ev'n with the tender tear which Nature sheds 
0'6r those vie love, we drop it in their grave. 
Can I forget Philander? that were strange !. 

my full heart I'But should I give it vent. 
The longest night, though longer <ar, would fail, 
And the lark listen to my midnight song. 
The^sprightiy lark's shrill matin wakes the mom. 
GrieTs sharpest tiiom bard pressing on my breast, 

1 strive, with wakeful melody, to cheer 
The sullen gloom, sweet Philomel ! like thee. 
And call the stars to listen : every star 

Is deaf to mine, enamour'd of thy lay. 

Tet be not vain ; there are who thine excel. 

And chftrm through distant ages. Wrapt in shade. 

Prisoner of darkness ! to the silent hours 

How often I repeat their rage divine. 

To loll my griefis, and steal my heart finom troe I "^ 

I roll their raptures, but not catch their fire. 

Dark, though not blind, like thee, Maeonidesl 

Or, Milton! thee; ah, could I reach your strain I. 

Or his who made Maeonides our own. 

Ifan, too, he sung : immortal man I sing : 

Oft bursts my song beyond the bounds -of life: 

What, now, but immortality can please ? 

O had he press'd his theme, pursued the track 

Which opens out of darkness into day ! 

O had he mounted on his wing of fire, 

Soai'd where I sink, and sung immortal nian. 

How had it bleti mankind, and rescued me ! 
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NIGHT III. 

NARCISSA. 
To Her Qr&c» the Dutehm of PortUkd, 



Jgnotcenda qoideni, scireot ti ignofoere maneg. Vtrg, 

"pROM dreams, where thonght in Fancy*! maae 

^ rons mad. 

To reason, that heav'n-lighted lamp in man. 

Once more I wake; and at the destin'd hour, 

Ponctuai as lovers to the moment sworn, 

I keep my assignation with my woe. 

O f lost to virtue, lost to manly thought. 
Lost to the noble sallies of the soull 
"Who think it solitude to be alone. 
Commonion sweet ! communion large and high ! 
Our reason, guardian^angel, and our god ! 
Then nearest these, when others most remote ; 
And all, ere long, shall be remote but these : 
2tow dreadful, then, to meet them all alone, 
A stranger ! «nacknowledg*d ! nnapprov'd ! 
Now woo them, wed than, Und them to thy breast: 
To win thy wish creation has no more : 
Or if we wish a fourth, it is a Mend.-~- 
But fiienda how mortal ! dangerous the desire. 

Take Phoebus to yourselves, ye basking bards! 
Inebriate at foir Fortune's fountau>head. 
And reeling throi^h the wilderness of joy, 
"Where Sense runs savage, broke from Reason's chain. 
And sings fftlse peace, till smoth^d by the pall* 
My fbrtooe is unlike, unlike my song. 
Unlike the deity my song invokes. 
I to day's soft-ey'd sister pay my court, 
(Endymion's rival) and her aid implore. 
Vow first imploi'd in succour to the Muse. 

Tbou who didst lately borrow Cynthia'%tvn&t 
And modMtl/ ioref o tbiae oir&\ Q ti;^^ 
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(For dreams are thine; transfuse it through tb» brewt 

Of thy first votary— but not thy last. 

If, like thy namesake, thou art ever kind. 

And kind thou wilt be, kind on such a theme ; 
A theme so like thee, a quite lunar theme. 
Soft, modest, melancholy, female, fair ! 
A theme tiiat rose all pale, and told my soul 
Twas night ; on her fond hopes perpetual night ; 
A night which struck a damp, a deadlier damp 
Than that which smote me firom Fhilander's tomb. 
Vardasa follows ere his tomb is clof*d. 
Woes cluster ; rare are solitaiy woes ; 
They love a train ; they tread each other's heel ; 
Her death invades his mournful right, and claims 
The grief tliat started ftom my lids for him ; 
Seises the fisithless, alienated tear. 
Or shares it ere it falls. So frequent Deai^t 
Sorrow he more tiian causes ; he confounds \ 
FM-humMu tight bi§ xival strokei «mtoRA» 



And guj u soft ! and innocent u gay I 
And bapp7 (if aofht happy here) as good ! 
For Fortune fond, had built her nest on high, 
like birds quite exquisite of note and plnme^ ' 
Trans&x'd by Fate (niio loves a lofty mark) 
How from the summit of the grove she fell* 
And left it unharmonious ! all its charm 
Extinguidi'd in the wonders of htsr aoog I 
Her aong still vibrates in my ravisfa'd ear. 
Still mdting tliere, and with voluptuous pain 
(O to forget her!) thrilling through my heart! 

Song, beauty, youth, love, vixtoe, joy ! this groiq^ 
Of taiibt ideas, flowers of Paradise, 
As yet unlbrfeiti in one blaae we bind. 
Kneel, and present it to the sides, as all 
We guess «^ Heav-o ; and these were all her own; 
And she was mine ; and I was— was !— most bleat* 
Gay title of the deepest misery ! 
At bodies grow more pond'rous robb'd of lift. 
Good lost weighs more in grief than gainM in joy. 
like bkMSom'd trees o'ertnm'd fay venial storm. 
Lovely in death the beauteous ruin lay ; 
And if in deatili still lovely, loveUer there, 
Vmr loveUar I pity swells the tide of love. 
Am/ wxZ/ A ot the severe excuse a sigh? 
Stmm tt0 ^mrad man that is ariiam'd to weep. 

Omr temn ^^akhilg'd indeed deserve ovr th«DM>. 

r# cftat 0'^tr /0st ao «oge(, pity me 1 
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Soon as the lustre languish'd in her eye. 
Dawning a dimmer day on human sight. 
And on her cheek, the residence of Spring, 
Pale Omen sat, and scatter'd fears around 
On all that saw, (and who would cease to gaie 
That once had teen f) with haste, parental haste, 
I flew, I snatch'd her from the rigid North, 
Her native bed, on which bleak Boreas blew. 
And bore her nearer to the sun ; the sun- 
(As if the son could envy) check'd his beam. 
Denied his wonted succour ; nor with more 
Regret beheld her drooping than the bells 
Of lilies ; f«urest lilies, not so ftdr ! 

Queen lilies ! and ye painted populace 
"Who dwell in fields, and lead ambrosial lives I 
In mom and evening dew your beauties bathe. 
And drink the sun, which gives your cheeks to 

glow. 
And outblush (mine excepted) every fair ; 
You gladlier grew, ambitious of her hand, 
Which often cropt your odours, incense meet 
To thought so pure ! Ye lovely fugitives ! 
Coeval race with man ! for man yon smile ; 
Why not smile at him too ? You share, indeed. 
His sudden pass ; but not his constant pain. 

So man is made nought ministers delight 
But what his glowing passions can engage ; 
And glowing passions, bent on aught below. 
Must, soon or late, with anguish turn the scale ; 
And anguish after rapture, how severe I 
Rapture ? bold man I who tempts the wnth divine. 
By plucking firuit denied to mortal taste. 
While here presuming on tiie rights of Heav'n. 
For transport dost thou call on every hour, 
lorenso i At thy friend's expense be wise : 
Lean not on earth ; 'twill pierce thee to the heart ; 
A broken reed at best ; but oft a spear : 
On itt sharp point Peace bleeds, and Hope expires. 

Toro, hopeless thought! feorm firom hWit— Zbougfat 
repelj*d. 
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I nlllMi Mid wakes every woe. 

en thy ivtane! and in tliy bridal- how! 
a UmI Fortune, with thy lover, amilM I 

II UghiJavoiu'd tl^ fresh-openinc joyt ! 

I blind man proooun^d tby bliss cooq>Iete? 
fiwcicn shore, where strangers wept ! 
to thee, and, more sari»iiiinf slUl, 
to kindness, wept. Their eyes let &11 
tears ; stranfe tean ! that trickled down 
Ue hearts! obdurate tenderness I 
less that call'd them more severe, 
if Kature*s soft persuasion steel'd: 
lore melted, SuperMition rav'd ; 
im'd the dead, and this denied a grave, 
ghs incens'd ; sighs foreign to the wiU ! 
I the tiger-suck*d oatragM the storm : 
the curs'd ungodliness of Zeal t 
fnl flesh relented, spirit nurs'd 
[niallibility's embrace, 
ed spirit petrified the breast. 
ie charily of dust to spread 
! a charity their dogs enjoy, 
lid I do ? what sucoonr? what resouKe .' 
M sacrilege a grave I stole ; 
ious piety that grave I wronged ; 
x^ duty, coward in my grief I 
! her murderer than friend, I crept 
-suspended step, and, mufiBed deep 
fht darkness, whisperM my last sigh, 
'd what should echo through their realms, 
her name, whose tomb should pierce the 
s. 

Aious fear I how durst I dread her foes, 
(tore's loudest dictates I obejr'd i 
jaeessity, blest shade ! of grief 
gnation rival bursts I poui'd ; / 

ration mingled with my pray'r ; 
st man, while I Ids God ador'd : 
Ig'd the savage land hei Mcxtd. ^«X -, 

re 



hen every passion sleeps that can offend ; 
tien strikes us every motive that can melt ; ' 
ben man can wreak his rancour uncontroli'd, 
at strongest curb on insult and ill-will ; 
en ! spleen to dust ? the dust of innocence? 
I angel's dust '—This Lucifer transcends ; 
len he contended for the patriarch's bones, 
vas not the strife of malice, but of pride ; 
e strife of pontiff pride, not pontiff gall. 
!'ar less than this is shocking in a race 
«t wretched, but from streams of mutual lov^ 
d uncreat^, but for love divine ; ' 
d but for love divine this moment lost. 
Fate resorb'd, and sunk in endless night, 
n hard of heart to man ! of horrid things 
St horrid! mid stupendous highly strapge ! 
t oft iiis courtesies are smoother wrongs ; 
de brandishes the ikvours he confers, ^ 
d contumelious his humanity : 
at then his vengeance ? Hear it not, ye Stars ! 
li thou, pale Moon ! turn paler at the sound 
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NRftBiviwc&cn nvM all beiafs, but htaiiMlf, 
; YAdefiraft Aght, a naked human heart. 
I'd is tiie Muse ? and let the Mose be flr*d : 
lo not inflam'd when what he speaks he feels, 

ad in the nerve most tender, in his ftiends ; 
ibame to mankind I Philander had his (bea; 
He felt the truths I sing, and I in blm ; 
But he nor I feel more. Past ills, Nardasa ! 
Are sunk in thee, thou recent wound of heart! 
Which bleeds with other cares, with other pangs ; 
Pangs nnmoous as the numerous ills that swarm'd 
O'er thy distinguish'd fate, and, clustering there. 
Thick as the locust on the land of Nile, 
Made death more deadly, and more daric the grave. 
Reflect (if not forgot my toudiing tale) 
How was each circumstance with aspics ann*d f 
An aspic each, and all an hydra-woe. 
What strong Herculean virtue could suffice ?— 
Or is it virtue to be conquer'd here i 
This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews. 
And each tear mourns its own distinct distress. 
And. each distress, distinctly mourn'd, demands 
Of grief still more, as heighten^ by the whole. 
A grief like this pn^nietbrs excludes : 
Kot friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 
Th«y make mankind the mourner; carry siglis 
Fkr as the fetal Fame can wing her way. 
And turn the gayest tiiought of gayest age 
Down their right channel, through the vale of death. 

Hie vale of death! that hush'd CSmmerian vale* 
Where Darkness, brooding o*er unfinish'd fetes. 
With raven wing incumbent, waits the day 
(Dread day I) that interdicts all future change; 
That subtoranean worid, that land of ruin I 
nt walk, Lonaao i for proud human thought I 
There let my thought expatiate, and explore 
Balsamic truths and hekling sentiments. 
Of all moat wanted, and most welcome, here. 
For gay Ijocenao's sake, and for tYiy vwti, 
Mygoull '31ie./hiits of dying fiieudt %un«7\ 
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Expose the vain of life ; weigh life and death ; 
Give Deatii his eulonr ; thy fear subdoe ; 
And labour tiiat first palm of noble minds, 
A manly soom of terror from the tomb/ 
This har^'est reap from thy Narcissa's grave. 

" As poets feign'd from Ajaz* streaming blood 
Arose, wit^ grief biscrib'd, a mournful flov'r. 
Let wisdom blossom from my mortal wound. 
And; first of dying friends; what fruit from these? 
It brings us more than triple aid ; an aid 
To chase our thoughtlessness, fear, pride, and gnDt. 

Our dying friends come o'er us like a cloud. 
To damp our brainless ardours* and abate 
That glare of life whic^ often blinds tiie wise. 
Our dying friends are pioneers, to smoothe 
Our rugged pass to death ; to break those bars 
Of terror and abhorrence Nature throws 
Cross our obstructed way, smd thus to make 
Welcome, as safe, our port from eveiy storm. 
Each friend by Fate snatch'd from us is a plume 
Pluck'd fix)m the wing of human vanity. 
Which makes us stoop from our aerial heights. 
And damp'd with omen of our own decease. 
On drooping pinions of ambition lowei'd. 
Just skim earth's surface ere we break it up, 
0*er putrid earth to scratch a little dust. 
And save the world a nuisance. Smitten friends 
Are angels sent on errands fiill of love ; 
For us they languish, and for us they die : 
And shall they languish, shall they die, in vain ? 
Ungrateful, shall we grieve their hoverinc shades. 
Which wait tiie revolution in our hearts ? 
Shall we disdain tiieir silent, soft, address, 
llieir posthumous advice, and pious prajr'r ? 
Senseless as herds that graae their ballow*d graves. 
Tread under foot their agonies and groans. 
Frustrate their anguish, and destroy their deaths ' 

Lorenaol no ; the thovi^t of death indolge ; 
Give it its wholesome empire I let it rdga, 

TbAt kiad cbsttmar of titj ■ottl» ia joyiL 
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/n vill tptnd tiu glorioiM eowiattfci Ar. 
itill ih« tamolts of thy niflled breast, 
picions era! golden days, becin ! 
i thooght of death diall, like a god» inspire, 
id why not ttkiidc on death ? Is life the theme 
f eveiy thought? and with of eveiy hour ? 
And song of eveiy joy ? smprising troth I 
The beaten spaniel's fondness sot so strange. 
To wave the namerons Ills that seise on life 
As their own property, tfaeir lawfcil prey ; 
Ere man has measorM half his weary stag^ 
His Imuries have left him no roMrve, 
Vo Ihaiden rdishes, onbroach'd delights : 
Oh eold'Serv'd repetitioiM he sobslsta. 
And in the tasteless present cdiews the past ; 
Disgusted chews* and scarce can swallow down, 
like lavish ancestors» his earlier years 
Have disinherited his fiitura hours* 
'Which starve on orts, and glean their former field. 

Live ever here, Lorenao !— shocking thought ! 
So shocking, they who wish disown it too ; 
Disown from riuune what they from fblly crave, 
live ever in the womb» nor see the light? 
Eor what live ever here ^with labouring step 
To tread our former footsteps ? pace the round 
Eternal ? to climb lifo's worn heavy wheel. 
Which draws up nothing new I to beat, and beat. 
The beaten track ? to bid each wretched day 
The former mode ? to surfoit on the same. 
And yawn our joys ? or thank a misery 
For diange, though sad ! to see what we have seen? 
Hear, till unheard, the same old slabber'd tale ? 
To taste the tasted, and at each- return 
Less tasteful ? o'-er our palates to decant 
Another vintage ? Mnin a flatter year 
Through loaded vess^, and a laxer tone ? 
Crasy maehines to grind earth's wasted fruits ( - 
111 gioond, and worse concocted ! load, not lifet 
The ratiooal fool kenneli of esoMi \ 



The same vain world ; to censure and espouse 
This painted shrew of life, who calls them fool 
Each moment of each day ; to flatter bad 
Tlirough dread of worse ; to cling to this rude rock, 
Barren to them of good, and sharp with ills. 
And hourly blacken'd with impending storms. 
And infamous for wrecks of human hope— 
Scar'd at the gloomy gulf that yawns beneath. 
Such are their triumphs ! such thor pangs of joy I 

Tis time, high time, to shift this dismal scene. 
This hugg'd, this hideous state, what art can cure i 
One only, but that one what all may readi : . 
Virtue— sh^ wonder-working goddess 1 charms 
That rock to bloom, and tames the painted shrew; 
And,, what wiU more surprise, Loreaao I gives 
To life's /iek, nauseous iteration, change. 
And straightens Nature's drcle to a line. 
Believ'st thou this, Lorenao ? lend an ear, - 
A patient ear, thou'lt blush to dbbeUeve. 

A languid, leaden iteration reigns. 
And ever must, o'er those whose joys are Joys 

Of «itfK* ■mall *«-«— rrn • - 



/ 
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ig banfs todloas, nottking old revolfM 
At for which, tiiey long, .for which tfaej Uv*. 
r glorious efforts, wing'd with'heavtttly hope,' 
jh rising morning sees still higher rise ; < 

ich bounteous dawn its novelty presents 

o worth matoriilg, new strength, lustre, fome ; 
<Vhile Nature's circle, like a chariot'W&e^ • 

Rolling beneath their elevated ainu^ 
Makes their fidr {nrospect foirer eveiy hdnr. 
Advancing virtue in a line to bUss ; 
Virtue, which Christian motives best inspire ! 
And bliss, which Christian sdiemes alone ensure ! 

And shall we then, for virtue's sake, commence 
Apostates, and turn infidels for joy i 
A truth it is fow doubt, but fewer trust, 
' He sins against this life who slights the next.' 
What is this life ? how few their fttvorite know ? 
Fond in the dark, and blind in our embrace. 
By passionately loving life we make 
Lov'd life unlovely, hugging her to death. 
We give to time eternity's regard, 
And dreaming, take our passage for our port* 
Life has no value as an end, but means; 
An end deplorable I a means divine ! 
When 'tis our all, 'tis nothing ; w<Hr8e than nought ; 
A nest of pains ; when held as nothing, much. 
Like some fair humorists, life is most eqjoy'd 
When courted least ; most worth when disesteem'd; 
Then 'tis the seat of comfort, rich in peace ; . 
in prospect richer far ; important! awful I 
Notrte be mehtion'd but with shouts of pruse ! 
Not to be thought on but with tides of joy ! 
The mighty basis of eternal bliss ! 

Where now the barren rock? the painted shrew? 
Where now, Lorenao, life's eternal round ? 
Have I not made my triple promise go«dr 
Vain is the world, but only to the vain. 
To what coitnpare we then this varying scene. 
Whose worth, ambiguous, rises and de^iASi«&\ 
WMMtB and wanes f (in all pcop\\AOiQ» l^M^x 
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Of full (tfglfent a^orj wtitaot Oit 
Nor Is Que |Ioi; diitul. Oil, I 

P«ib4pA A Domeat, or pvlupi ■ j 
A momwat, or atemilT'a Toriot. 



:h BalUr'd, Dnlli li much Indwfdl 
mupMicisu 1'— True, larauo I itiuf* ' 
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By tynnt lifv dBUuim'd, ioi 
By DeUh ealuf'd. gnnnblKl 
Demtli liut iBtomlK iha liodj, 
' It Dulh Ibai fuilclvu ^ 1 
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I crant, Lorauo ! this indietinent jmt : 
The Mge, peer, potentate, king, conqoeror I 
Death hutnUes these ; iiu»e barbarous Life^ the bmk 
Life is the triomph of oar mouldering clay ; 
Death of the spirit infinite ! divine ! 
Death has no dread but what frail life imparts, 
Kor life true joy but what kind death improves. 
Ko bliss has life to boast, till death can give 
Far greater. life's a debtor to the grave ; 
Dark lattice ! letting in eternal daj. - 
Lorenzo ! Uosh at fondness for a life 
liVhich sends celestial souls on errands vile. 
To cater for the sense, and serve at boards 
Where every ranger of the vilds^ perhaps 
Each reptile, justly claims our upper-hand. 
Luxurious feast I a soul, a soul imowMrtal, 
In all; the dainties of a brute bemir'd ! 
Lorenio ! blu^ at terror for a death 
Which gives thee to repose in festive bowery. 
Where nectars sparkle, angeb minister, 
And more than angels sliare, and raise, and crown, 
And etemiae, the birth, blomn, bursts of blias. 
What need I more ?— O Death ! the palm is thine. 
Then welcome. Death! thy dreaded harbingers. 
Age and disease ; Disease, Uiough long my guest, 
That plucks my nerves, those tender strings of lifo, 
Which pluck'd a little more will toll the bell 
That cijls my few friends to my funeral ; 
¥here feeble Nature drops, perhaps, a tear, 
Vhile Reason and Religion, better taught, 
oogratuUte the dead, and crown his tomb 
itii wreath triumphant. Death is victory ; 
binds in chains the raging ills of life : 
It and Ambition, Wrath, and Avarice, 
igg'd at his chariot-wheel, applaud his power, 
t ills corrosive, cares importunate, 
not Immortal too, O Death ! is thine. 
day of dissolution !— name it right, 
rar great pay-day ; 'tis our harvesX, A<c^ 
ip9* What though ih«ikik\ei«osa«^t»\M:n» 



AndfMl I, Death! no jogr flnooi .. 

Death ! the great connaellor, who nan- 
"With every nobler tboafht and fiidrer deed ! 
Death I the ddiverer, who reseaet man I 
DeathI ttie rewarder, who the rescued crowns! 
Death ! that abiolves my birth, a cane without it! 
Rich Death ! tiiat realizes all my cares, 
lUb, TirttMi, hopes; withoat it a chimera! 
DMth I of all ptU the peilod» aot of Joy ; 
Jof9 soorce aiMl aafeieot stiU mbabtt mhvt; 
Om la my seal, aad ope tai her ireat sire, <. 
Ibooilh the famr winds wera warciBf ior ny daa^ 
Tes, and from wfaids aad waves^ aad eantral idffa 
Ttaovgh prisoa'd then^ my dost, too^ I reckda, 
CTo dw i m Wmdmpf nad Naturs'sia uu des tsp l ia p 
ilad-Uve entire. Death is the crown of llfia: 
WiMi dealh deniisd, poor mat wonld Uve in va 
Wero daalh denied, to Uee wmdd not to Ufr; 
INn deailli denied, ev'n ftob woidd wMi t» i 
Death wemda to ears ; w ihll, w riai^ «• n 
*-^«* onr iSsttan^ teton in the iUai^ 
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1.0^ B OP FAME, 
THE UKIVEBSAL PASSION. 

I 'l l I I f 
SATIRE I. 
To Hit Ormce the Dale of JDortet, 



— ^Tanto DUjor fuam titis ctt» quup 

Virtetit. Jm. Sat. 10. 



'liJ'Y verse is Satire; Dorset! l&oA yoor ear, 
-^^-** And patronise a Muse you cannot fear. 
To poets sacred is a Dorset's name, 
Their wonted passport through the gates of Fame : 
It bribes the partial, reader into praise. 
And throws a glory roond tiie sheltered lays : 
Hie dazaled judgment fewer fonlts can see. 
And gives applause to Blackmore, or to me. 
But you decline the mistress we pursue ; 
Others are fond of Fame, bnt Fame of you. 
Instructive Satire I true to Virtue's cause ! 
ThDQ shining supplement of public laws ! 
When flattered crimes of a licentious age 
Reproach our silence, and demand our rage ; 
Wlien pnrcha^d follies, from each distant land, 
like arts, improve in Britain's skilful hand ; 
When the Law shows her teeth but dares not bite. 
And South-Sea treasures are not brought to light; 
When Churdusen scripture for the classics quit. 
Polite apostates from God's grace to wit : 
When men grow great from their revenue spent, 
Al»d fly from baUiflF^ into parliament ; 
When dying sinners, to blot out th^ score. 
Bequeath the Church the leavings of a whore; 
To ^ftfoour spleen, when themes like these Vqsx^ma^ 
BbaU pauegytic n^ph 9Skd ceasare onAe^ 
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like law, tnm wrong to rifht, 1 ^ 

18 wash sax Ethiop white i I ^ 

asdess wretch for Nature's boast, I ^ 

te shines, as trophies on a post ? | T 

Eloquence her colours spread, 
tes on the wealthy dead ? ' -I ^ 

mile on such illustrious days, I ^ 

ith nothing— but their praise? ^ 

-s Pope, who leads the tuneful train, { ^ 

virtue which he loves complain f ' ^ 

, Dryden, Rochester, are dead, l 

ef foe in Addison is fled ; - ^ 1 ^ 

, crown'd with laurels fairly won, ^ 

the goal while others run, 1 

rite ; and (more provoking stiH !) ^ 

ill not write, and Msevius will. ^ 

ess'd, what author shall we find ^ 

Ag, and severely kind, I 

Oman's shining path to tread, ^ 

nile prevailing folly dead i I 

or genius snatch the quill, ^ 

on the brink, from writing ill ? ^ 

le strife, I^'U strive my voice to raise ; 
men attempt for sacred praise i i 

jraise, howe'er conceal'd by art, ^ 

>r less, and glows in every heart ; f 

gain it, toils on toils endure; 
un it, but to make it sure. 
1 sceptres, now on thrones it swells, 
midnight lamp in college cells ; 
; it plots, prays, preaches, pleads, 
enates, squeaks in masquerades : 
8 humour makes a bold pretence, 
aims at Pulteney's eloquence : 
cer^s heel, the writer's head, 
plain with mountains of the dead ; 
life, but nods in sable plumes, 
uve, and flatters on our tombs, 
^roud ? the pimp is proud to »09 
[DiMlf in high degree t 
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#hore is proud her beauties are the di 
<eevLsh virtue and the marriage-bed ; 
i the brib'd cuckold, like crown*d victim 
> slaughter, glories in his gilded horn. 

Some go to church, proud humbly to rep 
And come back much more guilty than the 
One way they look, another way they stee 
Pray to the gods, but would have mortals 
And when their sins they set sincerely do^ 
They'll find that their religion has been oo 

Others with wishful eyes on glory look. 
When they have got their pictpre tow'rds i 
Or pompous title, like a gaudy sign. 
Meant to betray dull sots to wretched win 
If at his title Trapp had dropp*d hb quill, 
Trapp might have pass'd for a great genius 
But Trapp, alas ! (excuse him, if you can) 
Is now a scribbler, who was once a man. 
Imperious, some a classic fame demand. 
For heaping up, with a laborious hand, 
A waggon.load of meanings for one word. 
While A*s depos'd, and B with pomp rcsto 

Some, for renown, on scraps of learning < 
And tliink they grow immortal as they qu( 
To patch>work Ieam*d quotations are allied 
Both strive to make our poverty our pride 

On glass how witty is a noble peer ? 
Did ever diamond cost a man so dear \ 

Foltte diseases make some idiots vain, 
Whicli, if unfortunately well, they feign. 

Of folly, vice, disease, men proud we sei 
And (stranger still !) of blockheads* flatter? 
Whose praise defttmes ; as if a fool should 
By spitting on your face to make it clean. 

Nor is*t enough all hearts are swoln witl 
Her power is mighty, as her realm is wide 
Wliat can she not perform ? the love of Fa 
Hade bold Alphonsus his Creator blame ; 
Empedoclea horl'd down the burning steei 
And (stronger still) made A\eiaxid«t i*«n< 
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Va^r i( holdft Dfili> tnta ■ Hcood bed< 
niDUfhlierlav'd lord hu limr hilf monthi btEn dead. 

Bj OiU ioipii'd (O M>r lo be fOmotl) 



Sick with tiK Loveof Fame.vbat LJiroDfltpoBiLDt 
Unpeople coon, and leave tl» aeiiate thiu f 
Hy growiOE mbject uenu but jut beiuD, 
And. chuiot'liks, I liindle u T run. 

Satire I li»d 1 thy Donet'i iOtci divine. 
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y Utat on clorious anceston enlarge, 
.ace their debt instead of their discharge, 
set ! let those who proudly boast their line, 
£e .thee in worth hereditary shine. 

Vain as false greatness is, the muse must own 
Ne want not fools to buy that Bristol stone: 
Mean sons of Earth, who, on a South-Sea tide 
Of full success, swam into wealth and pride. 
Knock with a purse of gold at Anstis' gate. 
And beg to be descended from the great* 

When men of infamy to grandeur soar, 
They light a torch to show their shame the more. 
Those governments which curb not evils cause, 
And a rich knave's a libel on our laws. 

BeluB with solid glory will be crown'd ; 
He buys no phantom, no vain empty sound ; 
But builds himself a name ; and, to be great. 
Sinks in a quarry an immense estate ! 
In cost and grandeur Cbandos he'll outdo ; 
And, Burlington, thy taste is not so true. 
The pile is finish'd, every toil is past. 
And full perfection is arrived at last ; 
"When, lo I my Lord to some small comer mns, 
And leaves state-rooms to strangers and to duns. 

Tlie man who builds, and wants wherewith to pay. 
Provides a home fxom which to run away. 
In Britain, what is many a lordly seat. 
But a discharge in full for an estate? 

In smaller compass lies Pygmalion's fame ; 
Not domes, but antique statues, are his flame r 
Kot Fountaine's self more Parian charms has known. 
Nor is good Pembroke more in love with stone. 
The bailiffi come (rude men, profanely bold !) 
And bid him turn his Venus into gold. 
• No, Sirs,* he cries ; * I'll sooner rot in gaol : 
Shall Grecian arts be truok'd for English bail ?* 
Such heads might make their very bustos laugh : 
His daughter sUrvee ; but Cleopatra's safe. 

Men, overloaded with a large estate, 
M^y spiii their treasure ii\ a mce «>nA^\.x 
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The rich may be polite ; but, oh ! 'tis sad 

To say you're curious, when we swear you're mad. 

By your revenue measure your expense, 

And to your funds and acres join your sense. 

No man is bless'd by accident or guess ; 

True wisdom is the price of happiness ; 

Yet few without long discipline are sage. 

And our youth only lays up sighs for age. 

But how, my mu^ ! canst thou resist so long 

The bright temptation of the courtly throngs 

Tliy most inviting theme ? the court affords 

Much food for satire ;— it abounds in lords. 

' What lords are those saluting witii a grin ?* 

One is just out, and one as lately in. 

' How comes it, then, to pass, we see preside 

On both their brows an equal share of pride V 

Pride, that impartial passion, reigns throu^ all» 

Attends our gloiy, nor deserts our fall. 

As in its home it triumphs in high place. 

And frowns a haughty exile in disgrace. 

Some lords it bids admire their wands so white. 

Which bloom, like Aaron's, to their raviah'd sights 

Some lords it bids resign, and turn dieir wands. 

Like Moses', into serpents in their hands. 

These sink, as divers, for renown, and boast. 

With pride inverted, of their honours lost : 

But against reason sure 'tis equal sin 

To boast of merely being cut or m. 

What numbers- here, through odd ambition, strive 
To seem the most transported things alive? 
As if by joy desert was understood. 
And all the fortunate were wise and good. 
Hence aching bosoms wear a visage gay. 
And stifled groans fireqnent the ball aiid play. 
Completely dress'd bj Montenil and grimace. 
They take their birthnday suit, and pnblic tbct : 
Their smiles are only pert of what they wear, 
Put off at night, with Lady BrbtoTs haax'. 
What bodily fttigue is half so bttd i 
With niudooB cut ttuj labour to be. ^%di. 
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Is there a man of aa eternal vein. 
Who kills the Town in winter with his strain. 
At Bath, in summer, chants the reigning lass. 
And sweetly whistles as the waters pass ? 
Is there a tongue, like Delia's o'er her cup. 
That runs for ages without winding-up ? 
Is there whom his tenth epic mounts to fame ^ 
Such, and such only, might exhaust my theme i 
Nor would these heroes of the task be glad. 
For who can write so fast as men ran madf 



SATIRE V. 
On Women. 



O ftirett of creation ! last and best 
or all God's works I creature in whom exeelPd 
lYhateTer can to sigM or tbooght be fom'd 
Holy, dirioe, good, amiable* or sweet i 
How art thou last I 



Iff, and tarnish to the sated sight : 
leiVd and beauteous as the sun, 

every sign of vanity they run ; 
ies, parks, courae feasts in city-halls^ 

and trials, plays, committees, balls ; 
edlams, executions, Smithfield-scenes, 
nn^tellers* caves and lions* dens ; 

Bachanges, Bridewells, drawing-rooms, 
oti, pillories, coronations, tombs, 
I and funeral, puppet«hows, reviews, 
Mh rabbets (and, still stranger !) pews. 
Ia*s bosom bums, but bums for fame, 
I lifls vanquished in a nobler flame ; 
earns of hope she now dispenses, then, 
ril fans, dives into doads again : 

liar lustre now her lover warms, 
t of ostentation, hides her charms. 

her pleasure sweetly to complain, 
w taken with a sudden pain ; 
I itirti up, all ecstasy and bliss, 
iweat sool I iust as sincere in this : 



K4 EDWARD YOUNO. . 

Thus gloomy Zan, with, a solemn grac«» 
Deceives mankind, and hides behind her faee* 

Nor far beneath her in renown is she 
"Who, through good-breeding, is ill company ; 
Whose manners will not let her larum cease. 
Who thinks you are unhappy when at peace s 
To find you news who racks her subtle head. 
And vows— t^at her great-grandfather is dead. 

A dearth of words a woman need not fear. 
But 'tis a task indeed to learn— to hear : 
In that the skill of conversation lies ; 
That shows or makes you both polite and wiae* 

Xantippe cries, 'Let nymphs who nought can H7 
Be lost in silence, and resign the day ; 
And Jet the guilty wife her guilt confess 
By tame behaviour and a sott address.' 
Through virtue she refuses to comply 
With all the dictates of humanity ; 
Through wisdom she refuses to submit 
To wisdom's rules, and raves to prove her wit ; 
Then, her unblemished honour to maintain. 
Rejects her husband's kindness with disdain ; 
But if, by chance, an ill-adapted word 
Drops from the lip of her unwary lord. 
Her darling china, in a whirlwind sent. 
Just inUmates the lady's discontent. 
Wine may indeed excite the meekest dame. 
But keen Xantippe, scoruing borrow'd flame^ 
Can vent her thunders, and her lightnings play. 
O'er cooling gruel, and composing tea ; 
l^or rests by night, but more sincere than nice. 
She shakes the curtuns with her kind advice : 
Doubly, like echo, sound is her delight, 
And the last word is her eternal right. 
Is't not enough plagues, wars, and famines, rise 
To lash our crimes,- but must our wives be wise? 
Famine, plague, war, and an unnumber*d throng 
Of guilt-avenging ills, to man belong. 
Wbmt blmcki what ceaseless, cares besiege our state? 
What sCroJttf we UmI from Vvocy. wu^ {xoov l«u^ \ 
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If Eate forbears as, Faney strikes the blow; 

We make misfortuDB; saicides in woe. 

Superfluous udl unnecessary skill ! 

Is Nature backward to torment or kill ? 

How oft the noon, how oft the midnicht bell, 

(That iron tongue of Death !; with solemn knell. 

On Folly's errands as we vainly roam. 

Knocks at our hearts, and finds oar thoughts from 

home f 
Men drop so fast, ere lifie's mid stage we tread. 
Few know so many friends alive as dead; 
Tet, as immortal, in our up-hill chase 
We press coy Fortune -with unslacken'd pace; 
Our ardent labours for the toys we seek, 
Join night to-day, and Sunday to the week : 
Our veiy joys are anxious, and expire 
Between satiety and fierce desire. 
Now what reward ibf all this grief and toil ? 
But one ; a female friend's endearing smile; 
A tender smile, our sorrows' only balm, 
And in life'stempest the sad sailor's calm. 

How have I seen a gentle nymph draw nigh. 
Peace in her air, persuasion in her eye; 
Victorioas tenderness ! it all overcame. 
Husbands look*d mild, and savages grew tame* 

The silvan race our active nymphs pursue, 
Man is not all the game they have in view : 
In woods and fields their glory they complete ; 
There Master Betty leaps a five-barr'd gate ; 
While fiir Miss Charles to toilettes is confin'd, 
Nor rashly tempts the barbarous sun and wind. 
Some nymphs affect a more heroic breed. 
And vault from hunters to the manag'd steed ; 
Command his prandngs with a martial air. 
And Fbbert has the forming of the f^ir. 

More than one steed must Delia's empire feel. 
Who idts triumphant o'er the flyhug wheel. 
And as she fuides it through the' admiring t3\TOtk!i, 
With wbnt Ma air the smacks the lUken ^ouiL^ 
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Graceful as John, she moderates the r«iiS( 
And whistles sweet her diuretic strains : 
Sesostris-like, such charioteers as these 
May drive six harnessed monarchs if they please : 
They drive, row, run, with love of glory smit, 
Leap, swim, shoot flying, and pronounce on wit. 

O'er the belle-lettre lovely Daphne reigns; 
Again the god Apollo wears her chains : 
With legs toss'd high, on her sophee she sits, 
Voochsafiug audience to contending wits : 
Of each performance she's the final test ; 
One act read o'er, she prophesies the rest ; 
And then, pronouncing with decisive air. 
Fully convinces all the town— she's fair. 
Had lovely Daphne Hecatessa's face. 
How would her elegance of taste decrease! 
Some ladies' judgment in their features lies. 
And all their genius sparkles from their eyes. 

But hold, she cries, lampooner I have a care ; 
Must I want common sense because I'm fair i 
O no : see Stella ; her eyes shine as bright 
As if her tongue was never in the right ; 
And yet what real learning, judgment, foe f 
She seems inspir'd, and can herself in^ire : 
How then (if malice rul'd not all the &ir) 
Could Daphne publish, and could she fbchear I 
We grant that beauty is no bar to sense, 
Nor is't a sanction for impertinence. 

Sempronia lik'd her man, and well she might; 
The youth in person and in parts was bright ; 
Possess'd of every virtue, grace, and art. 
That claims just empire o'er the female heart : 
He met her passion, all her sighs retum'd. 
And in full rage of youthful ardour bum'd : 
Large his possessions, and beyond her own. 
Their bliss the theme and envy of the Town : 
The day was fiz'd, when, with one acre more^ 
In stepp*d deform'd, debauch'd, diseas'd, Three' 
TJi0 fatal Miguel I, through shame» forbear. 
Of pride mud •varied who <9n cure the im 
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ridi with Uttle, were bis jndfmeiit true; 
is frufal» and her wants are few ; 
few wants answw'd bring sincere delight^, 
ools create themselTes new appetites. 
:s and pride seek things at vast expense, 
ich relish not to reason, nor to sense. 
When sorfnt or nnthankfulness destrq^ 
In Natore*s. narrow sphere, onr solid joys. 
In Fancy's airy land of noise and show. 
Where nought but dreams, no real pleasures grow, 
like cats in airpumps, to subsist we strive 
On joys too thin to keep the sool alive, 

Lemira's sick; make haste; the doctor call : 
He comes : but where's his patient ? at the ball. 
The doctor stares ; her woman curtesies low. 
And cries, < My Lady, Sir, u always so : 
Diversions put her maladies to flight; 
True, she ckn*t stand, but she can dance all night : 
Tve known my Lady (for she loves a tune; 
For fevers take an opera in June : 
And though, perhaps, you'll think the practice bold, 
A midnight Park is sovereign for a cold : 
With cholics break&sts of green fruit agree. 
With indigestions sapper just at three.' 
A strange alternative, replies Sir Hans, 
Must women have a doctor or a dance ? 
Though sick to death, abroad they safely roam. 
But droop and die, in perfect health, at home. 
For want— but not of health, are ladies ill. 
And tickets cure beyond the doctor's pill. 
Alas, my heart ! how languishingly feir. 
Yon lady loib ? with what a tender air \ 
Pale as a jroung dramatic author, when 
O'er darling lines fell Gibber waves his pen. 
Is her lord angiy, or has Veny chid ? 
Dead is her father, or the mask fimrbid ? 
' jAte sitting op has tora'd her roses white.' 
Wl^ went she not to bed ? ' Because 'twas night. 
Did she then dance or play ? *1Aot ^koa mx ^«x: 
IFa^ tdght soon steals away in pVosMSkt t^^'u 
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* No, all aloae her pray'n she rather diose, 
Than be that wretch to sleep tUi momiog rose.* 
Then lady Cynthia, mistress of the shade. 
Goes with the fashionable owls to bed : 
This her pride covets, this her health denies : 
Her soul is silly, but her body's wise. 

Others, with curious arts, dim charms revive. 
And triumph in the bloom of fiffy>five. 
Tou, in the momingr, a fair nymph intite. 
To keep her word a brown one comes at nifht; 
Next day she shines in glossy black, and then 
Revolves into her native red again : 
Like a dove's neck she shifts her transient ciuurms. 
And is her own dear rival in your arms. 

But one admiref has the painted lass. 
Nor finds that one but in her looking-glass : 
Yet Laura's beautiful to such excess. 
That all her art scarce makes her please us less. 
To deck the female cheek he only knows. 
Who paints less Aiir the lily and the rose. 

How gay they smile? Such blessings Nature poursy 
O'erstock'd mankind OAJoy but half her stores t 
In distant wilds, by human eyes unseen. 
She rears her flowers, and spreads her velvet green; ■ 
Fare gurgling rills the lonely desert trace. 
And waste their music on the savage race. 
Is Nature then a niggard of her bliss ? 
Repine we guiltless in a worid like this ? 
But our lude tastes her lawful charms refbs^ 
And painted Art* s deprav'd allurements choose. 
Such FulvU's passion fioHr the town : flresh air 
(An odd effsctl) gives vapours to the fbir ; 
Green fields, and shady groves, and crystal springs. 
And lart», and nightingales, are odious things ; 
But smoke, and dust, and noise, and crowds deligh^ 
And to be press'd to death transports her quite : 
Where silv«r rivulets play tiirongh flowery meads, 
j^d woodbines give their tweets, and limes tlicir 
fbadet. 
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Black kennels' absent odours she regrets* ' 
A»d stops her nose at beds of violets. 

Is stormy life preferred to the serene ? 
Or is the public to the private scene i 
Ketir'd, we tread a smooth and open way, 
Through briars and brambles in the world we stray ; 
Stiff opposition, and perplea'd debate. 
And thorny care, and rank and stinging hate. 
Which choke our passage, oar career control. 
And wound the firmest temper of our soul. 
O sacred Solitude 1 divine retreat ! 
Choice of the prudent ! envy of the great! 
By thy pure stream, or in thy waving shade, 
Vfe court fair Wisdom, that celestial maid ; 
The genuine offspring of her lov*d embrace, 
(Strangers on earth \) are Innocence and Peace; 
Iliere from the ways of men laid safe ashore. 
We smile to hear the distant tempest roar; 
There, bless'd with health, with business unperplex'd, 
This life we relbh, and insure the next : 
There, too, the Muses sport : these numbers free, 
Pierian Eastbuiy ! I owe to thee. 

There sport the Muses, but not there alone ; 
Their sacred force Amelia feels in town. 
Nought but a genius can a genius fit ; 
A wit herself, Amelia weds a wit : 
Both wits ! though miracles are said to cease. 
Three days, three wondrous days I they liv'd in 

peace; 
With the fourth son a warm dispute arose 
On DurfiQy's poesy and Bunyan's prose : 
The learned war both wage with equal force. 
And the fifth mom concluded the divorce. 

Phoebe, though she possesses nothing less. 
Is proud of being rich in happiness ; 
Laboriously pursues delusive toys. 
Content witii pains, since they're reputed joy. 
With what well-acted transport will she say, 
< Well, sore we were so happy ye&XiudLVvK 
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And thea tiut chtnaioff partj for UMUonowr 
Thouf h well she knows 'twill langoiah into aorro'v 
But she dares never boast tibe present hoar ; 
So gross that cheat, it u beyond her poweT: 
For SQcfa is or our weakness or our corse. 
Or rather sach our crime, which still is wors^. 
The present moment, like a wife, we shon. 
And ne'er eiu07f because it is our own. 

Pleasures are few, and fewer vfe enjoy ; 
Pleasure, like quicksilver, is bright and coy ; 
We strive to grasp it with our utmost skill. 
Still it eludes us, and it glitters still : 
If seia^d at last„ compute your mighty gains ; 
What is it but rank poison in your reins i 

As Flavia in her glass an angel spies. 
Pride whispers in her ear pernicious lies ; 
Tells her, while she surveys a face so fine. 
There's no satiety of charms divine : 
Hence, if her lover yawns, all chang'd appears 
Her temper, and she melts (sweet soul !) in tear 
She, fond and young, last week her wish eiuoy^c 
In soft Mnusement all the night employ'd ; 
Hie morning came, when Strephon, waJiing, foui 
(Surprising sight!) his bride in sorrow drown'd : 
' What miracle,* says Strephon, ' makes thee weep 
' All, barbarous man,' she cries, ' how could yoa 
sleep V 

Men love a mistress as they love a feast ; 
How grateful one to touch, and one tp taste ? 
Yet sure tliere is a certain time of day 
We wish our mistress and our meat away : 
But soon the sated appetites return. 
Again our stomachs crave, oar bosoms bam : 
Eternal love let man, then, never swear ; 
Let women never triumph nor despair ; 
Nor praise nor Uaroe, too- much, the warm or chil 
Hunger and love are foreign to the wVU, 

There is, indeed; a passion more ro&n^d. 
Tor tbo8^, few nymi^ whose diarvks. an ot 
mJad; 



\ Of DflMffoUen she bespeaks fresh air, 
', And WhistOB has enKaffements with the fair. 
What Taiii experiments Sophronia tries ! 
11a not in air-pumps the gay c<rf'nel dies. 
But though to-day this rage of science reigns, 
' * CO Acklc sex !) soon end her learned pains. 

^ Lo ! pug from Jupiter her heart has got. 

Turns out tiie stars, and Newton is a sot. 

"^ To turn ; she never took the height 

, Of Saturn, yet b ever in the right: 

' ' She strikes each point with native force of mind, 

^ { While puaded learning blunders far behind. 
I Graceful to sight, and elegant to thought. 

The great are vanquished, and the wise are taught. 

I Her breeding finish'd, and her temper sweet. 
When serious easy, and when gay discreet ; 
In glittering scenes, o*er her own heart sincere, 
In crowds collected, and in courts severe ; 
Sincere and warm, with zeal well understood. 
She takes a noble pride in doing good ; 
Tet not superior to her sex's cares. 
The mode she fixes by the gown she wears: 
Of silks and china she^s the last appeal ; 
In these great points she leads the commott««i\\ 
And if disputes of empire rise ^tween 
Mechlin th0 qxtevm of Uce, mnd CtAWtXiwut 



I: 



Assumes nw ^y^y -wu* 

S»* ^?/i^ her letf 'A**** '''nd^trious bee ; 

Hums ^^^^tTwUdom ^0^.*^ TppU ^es 
The yott»« •^^ t mittbty aa^^ ***® 
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•What Vatnrt wants has an intrinsic weifht^ 
Ail more is but the fiuhion of the plate* 
Which for one moment charms the fickle view ; 
It charms us now, anon we cast a new. 
To some fireah birth of £sn^ more indin'd ; 
Then wed not acres, but a noble mind. 

Mistaken lovers, who make worth their care. 
And think accomplidmients will win the fur ; 
The fidr, 'tu true, by genius should b« won, 
Aa flowers unfold their beauties to the mn : 
And yet in female scales a fop outweifhs. 
And wit must wear (he willow and the Imjs. 
Kouf ht sUnes so bright in vain Liberia's eye 
. As riot, impudence, and perfidy : 
The youth of fire, that has drunk deep, and plajr'd, 
And kill'd hto man, and triumph'd o'er his maid. 
For him, as yet unhang'd, she spreads her charms, 
Snatdies the dear destroyer to her arms. 
And amply gives, (though treated long amiss) 
The man of merit his revenge in this^ 
If you resent, and wish a woman ill. 
But turn her o'er one moment to her will. 

Hie languid lady next appears in state, 
Who was not born to carry her own weight; 
She lolls, reels, staggers, till some foreign aid 
Tb her own stature lifts the feeble maid ; 
■ Then, if ordain'd to so severe a doom. 
She, by just stages, jonmies round the room ; 
But, knowing her own weakness, she despairs 
To scale the Alps— that is, ascend the stairs. 
' My tkn V let others say, who laugh at toil ; 
' Fkm I liood I glove! »aafV is her laconic style. 
And that is spoke with such a dying fall. 
That Betty rather sees than hears the call : 
The motion of her lips, and meaning eye. 
Piece out theT idea her faint words deny. 
O listen with attention most profound 1 
Her voice is but the shadow of a sound. 
And help 1 oh, help 1 her spirits ax« «o dAaA« 
099 bund fcuve Ufti ih« otticc \a \k%t >o«m^v 



I 
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If there a stubborn pin it triomphs o*er. 
She pants ! she sinkvaway ! and is no 
Let Uie robust, axid the figantie, carve, 
Life is not worth so much ; she'd rather stanre t 
But chew she must herself: ah, cruel fate ! 
That Rosalinda can't bjr proxy eat. 

Au antidote in female caprice lies 
(Kind Heav'n I) against the ^^oison of their eyes* 

Thale8ti|| triumphs in a manly mien ; 
Loud is her accent, and her phrase obscene. 
In fair and open dealing where's the shame i 
What Nature dares to give, she dares to name. 
This honest Mlow is sincere and plain. 
And justly gives the jealous husband pain. 
(Vain is tiie task to petticoats assign'd. 
If wanton language shows a naked mind.) 
And now and then, to grace her -ehMtucbee, 
An oath supplies the vacancies of sense. 
Hark I the shrill notes transpierce the yielding air, 
And tearh the neighbouring echoes how to swear. 
' By Jove,' is faint, and for the simple swain ; 
She, on the Christian system, is profane : 
But though the volley rattles in your ear. 
Believe her dress, she's not a grenadier. 
If thunder's awful, how ranch more our dread. 
When Jove deputes a lady in his stead f 
A lady ! pardon my mistaken pen ; 
A shameless woman b the worst of men. 

Few to good-breeding make a just pretence ; 
Good-breeding is the blossom of good sense ; 
The last result of an accomplish'd mind, 
With outward grace, the body's virtue, join'd. 
A violated decency now reigns. 
And nymfhB for fiulings take peculiar pains. 
With Chinese painters modem toasts agrte. 
The point they aim at is deformity : 
They throw their persons, with a hoyden ^, 
Across the room, and toss into the dbair. 
Sif Ar tbeir commerce with mankind is gone, 
nejr /or car mumtn trnf cicbMi^ tMkc oirm. 
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She tnodett look, the castifated graces ^ 

The gentle movement, and 8low«measor'd paee. 
For -which ber lovers died, her parents pray*d. 
Are indecorums with the modem maid. 
8ti£f forms are bed ; but let not worse intrade, 
Nor conquer art and nature to be rode. 
Modem good-breeding carry to its height 
And Lady D-*8 self wUl be politB* 

Ye rising Fair ! ye bloom of BriteiiTi^ale 1 
When high-bom Anna, with a weiUafd ■nile. 
Leads on your train, and spaiUaa at yov head. 
What seems most hard is not to b% weU4md : 
Her bright example with succeas pwave^ 
And all but adoration is your due. 

' But adoration ! give me something more,'—- 
Cries Lyce, on the borders of threesoMre. 
Nought treads so silent as the foot of Time ; 
Hence we mistake our autumn for our prime. 
Tis greatly wise to know, before we're told. 
The melancholy news that we grow old. 
Autumnal Lyce carries in her foce 
Memento mori to each pnbhc place. 
O how your beating breast a mistress warms. 
Who looks through spectacles to see your charms! 
While riral undertakers hover round. 
And with his spade the sexton marks the ground. 
Intent not on her own, but others* doom. 
She plans new conquests, and defrauds the tomb. 
In vain the cock has summon*d sprites away, 
She walks at noon, and blasts the bloom 'of day; 
Gay rainbow-silks her mellow charms infold. 
And nought of Lyce but herself is old : 
Her griaried locks assume a smirking grace. 
And art has levell'd her deep<>furrow*d face ; 
Her strange demand no mortal can approve ; 
Well ask her blessing, but can't ask her lo?e: 
She grants, indeed, a lady may decline 
(All ladies but heraelf) at ninety-nine. 

O how unlike her was the saicr«^ sl^q 
Oiprudnx Foitia } her gtwy YmIx% «aiKMLV 













S S^ 'S. »s'i «"; J 3r«>' ^ 



EDWARB TOUNG. 19r 

uple mumen all the secret lies ;— • 
.ind and viftnom, you'll be bless'd and iriae. 
n show and noise intoxicate the brain, 
;gia with ciddines&, and end in pain, 
ifect not empty fame and idle praise, 
^(Thich all those wretches I describe betrays. 
Tour sex's^ glory 'tis to shine onknowa t 
Of all applause be fondest of your own. 
Beware the fever of the mind ; that tfaint 
With which the age is eminently cn^d : 
To drink of pleasure but inflames desire. 
And abstinence alone can quench tiie Are; 
Take pain firom life, and tenrnr flrom tiie tomb, 
Qive peace In hand, and promise Miss to eome. 



O Mortal man, who livest here by toil. 
Do not complain of this thy hard estate: 
That like an emmet then must ever moil. 
Is a sad sentence of an ancient date ; 
And, certes, there is for it reason great ; 
For, tho' sometimes it makes thee weep and wail. 
And curse thy star, and early drudge and late; 
Withouten that would come an heavier bale. 
Loose life, unruly passions, and diseases pale. 

In lowly dale, fast by a river's side. 

With woody hill o'er hill encompass'd round, 

A most enchanting wizard did abide. 

Than whom a fiend more fell is no where found. 

It was, I ween, a lovely spot of ground : 

And there a season atween June and Biay, 

Half prankt with spring, with summer half im* 

brown*d, 
A listless climate made, where, sooth to say. 
No living wight could work, ne cared even for play. 
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JoinM to the pratUe of the purlinf rills 
Were heard the lowing herds along the Tale, 
1 1 ' And flocks loadtbleating from the distant hills. 
And vacant shepherds piping in the dale ; 
And now and then sweet Philomel would wail. 
Or stock-doves 'plain amid the forest deep. 
That drowsy rustled to the sighing gale ; 
And still a coil the grasshopper did keep : 
Yet all these sounds yblent inclined all to sleep. 

Fall in the passage of the vale above, 
A sable, silent, solemn forest stood ; 
Where nought batshadowy fonns was seen to move. 
As Idless fancied in her dreaming mood : 
And up the hills on other side a wood 
Of blackening pines, ay waving to and fro. 
Sent forth a sleepy horror thro' the blood ; 
And where this va)ley winded out below. 
The murmuring main was heard, and scarcely 
heard, to flow. 



^ 



A pleasing land of drowsy head it was, 
Of dreams that wave before the half^hut ^e ; 
And of gay castles in the clouds that passt 
For ever flushing round a sunnner sky : 
There eke the soft delights thai witchiogly 
Instil a wanton sweetness through the breast. 
And calm the pleasures, always liover'd nigh ; 
- But whether smack'd of noyance, or unrest, 
Was far, for o£f ezp^'d firom this delicious nest. 

The landscape such, inspiring perfoct ease, 
I Where Indolence f for so the wisard hight) 

I Close hid his easUe 'mid embow'ring trees, 

I That half shut out the beams of Phoebus bright. 

And made a kind of diecquer'd day.and night : 
Meanwhile, unceasing at the massy gate. 
Beneath a spacious palm, the wicked wight 
Was plae'd ; and, to his lute, of cruel fote 
And Uboarhanb oomplain'd|\am«A\mxDAx{%«itoNA. 
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Thither continual pUgrims crowded still. 
From all the roads of earth that pass thereby : 
For, as they chanc'd to breathe on neighboring hill. 
The freshness of this valley smote their eye. 
And drew them ever and anon more nigh ; 
nil clustering round th' enchanter false they hung, 
Tmolten with liis syren melody ; 
While o*er th' enfeebling lute his hand he flung. 
And to the trembling chords those tempting Terses 
sung : 

' Behold ! ye pilgrims of this earth, behold I 
' See all but man with uneam'd pleasure gay : 
' See her bright robes the butterfly unfold, 
' Broke from her wintry tomb in prime of May! 

* What youthful bride csm equal her array i 

* Who can with her for easy pleasure vie ? 

' From mead to mead with gentle wing to stray, 
'* From floVr to flowV on balmy gales to fly, 
' Is all she hath to do beneath the radiant sky. 

' Behold the meny minstrels of the mom, 

* The swarming songsters of the careless grove, 

' Ten thousand throats ! that from the flowering 

thorn 
' Hymn their good Ood, and carol sweet of love, 
< Such grateful kindly r^>tures them emove : 
' They neither plough nor sow ; ne, fit for flail, 
' E'er to Uie bam the noddlng>sheaves th^ drove ; 
' Tet theurs each harvest dancing in the gale, 
' Whatever crowns the hill, or smiles along the vale. 

' Outcast of nature, man I the wretched thrall 
' Of bitter-dropping sweat, of sweltiy pain, 
' Of cares that eat away thy heart with fall, 
' And of the vices, 'an inhuman train, 
' That all proceed from savage thirst of gain : 
' For when hanl-hearted interest first began 
' To poiton earth, Aatrasa 1^ the plain ; 
^Omiie, irioiaaat, nA naidar teVd on man, 
'•4a4ibrMltiiiaijrftrMms,with blood tlMi^ei%t«a, 
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' Come, ye irho still the combrooB load of life 
' Push hard np hill ; bat, as the farthest steep 
' Too trust CO gain, and put an end to strife, 
' Pawn thunders back the stone with mighty streep, 
' And hurls your labours to the valley deep, 
' For ever vain; c<Mne/and withoutan fee 
' I in oblivion will your sorrows steep, 
' Tour cares, your toils ; will steep you in a sea 
' Of full delight : oh come, ye weaiy wights, to me I 

' With me you need not rise at early dawn, 
' To pass the joyless day in various sounds ; 
' Or, iouting low, on upstart fortune fawn, 
' And sell fair honour for some paltry pounds: 
' Or thro* the city t^e your dirty rounds, 
' To cheat, and dun, and lye, and visit pay, 

* Now flattering base, now giving secret wounds ; 

* Or proul in courts of law for human prey, 

' In venal senate thieve, or rob on broad highway* 

' No cocks with mc to rustic labour call, 
' From village on to village sounding clear ; 
' To tardy swains no shrill-voic'd matrons squall ; 
' No dog8> no babes, no wives, to stun your ear ; 
' No hammers thump ; no horrid blacksmith fear; 
' No noisy tradesmen your sweet slumbers start, 
' With sounds $hat are a misery to hear : 

* But all is calm, as would delight the heart 
< Of Sybarite of old, all nature, and all art. 

' Here nought but candour reigns, indulgent ease, 
' Good>natnr'd lounging, sauntering up and down. 
' They who are pleas*d themaalTes must always 

please; 
< On others ways they never squint a firown, 

* Nor heed what haps in hamlet or in town. 
' Thus, from the source of tender indolmce, 
' With milky blood the heart is overflown, 

' Is sooth'd and sweeten'd by the social senae\ 
'Fbr iBt^rMtfeav7«i»ride,and stxifeare^maadcC ^\kSM&. 



.. Miio aiiy portal stream. 

By the smooth demon so it order'd was. 

And here his baneful boun^ first began ; 

Tho* some there were who would not further pass. 

And his alluring buts suspected han. 

The wise distrust the too fair spoken man ; 

Tet thro* the gate they cast a wishful eyt : 

Hot to move on, forsooth, is all they can ; 

Tw, do their very best, they cannot fly ; 

Bt often each way look, and often sorely sigh. 

Wni«n this the watchful wicked wizard saw, 
^tb sudden spring he le«^*d upon them straight ; 
md, sooh as touched by his unhallow'd paw, 
Imj found themselves within the cursed gate; 
all hard to be repassed, like that of fate, 
ot stronger were of old the giant crew 
bo sought to pull high Jove from regal state ; 
0* feeble wretch he seem'd, of sallow hue, 
», who bides hb grasp, will that encounter m* 
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Meantime, the master-porter wide display'd 
Great store of caps, of slippers, and of gowns ; 
"Wherewith he those who enter'd in array'd. 
Loose as the breeze that plays alon; the downs, 
And waves the summer- woods when ev'nin^frowns. 
O fair undress, best dress ! it checks no vein, 
But every flowing limb in pleasure drowns, 
And^ieightens ease with grace. This done,right fain. 
Sir porter sat him down, and tnrn'd to sleep again. 

Thus easyrob^d. they to the fountain sped, 
That in the middle of the court up-threw 
A stream, high spouting from its liquid bed, 
And falling back again in driaaly dew : 
There each deep draughts,as deep he thirsted,drew. 
It was a fountain of Nepenthe rare : 
Whencejas Dan Homer stngs^huge pleasannce grew, 
And sweet oblivion of yile earthly care ; 
Fair gladsome wakiag thought!, and joyottt dreMns 
more Mr. 



'o«Jf«8 that tb^r"^ *^ 
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Cmm tef nii7 mute, nor itoop to law *> n i> i r, 
Thoa faap of Jove, tooch'd ^ cetotttil fro 1 
Thoa yet tbalt liar of war, oad octkao firir* 
Which the bold aoas of Britain wttl iMpiro ; 
Of eocieBt faerdt tfaov yet shelt tweep the lyre; 
Tho« yet tfaolt tread in traffie pall the atag% ' 
FaiAt love's enrh a n li n c woea, the henfu in. 
The safe's calai, the patriot^ a^le rage^ 
DaahiBff tontsptitm down thro' ev'iy auilMmj t^A 

The doors, that knew no shrill alarmfaif MU 
Ve cursed knodter plied fay viUi^'s hted, 
Self-dpen'd into halls, iHiere, who ean tril 
What eleganee and grandeor wide eapand. 
The pride of Turkey and of Perrian land i 
Soft (ttdlls on qmlts, on carpets carpets spwid. 
And coQcfaes stretdi around in seemly band | 
And endless pillows rise to prop tiie bead ; 
80 that eadi spadons room was one fUl-swdlJBf bed* 

And ev'ry where huge covered tables stood. 
With wines high flavoar'd and rich viands crown'd ; 
Whatever spr^tly juice or tsstefol fbod 
On the green boaom of this earth afe fimad. 
And all (rfd ocean genders in his ronnd; 
' Some hand unseen these tikntly display'd, 

, Ev'n undemanded by a lifn or sonnd : 
You need but wish ; and, instantly obey'd, 

fUr rang'd tiie cHsbes rose, and thkk the glasses 
play'd. 

Here freedom reign'd wUfaoot the least alloy ; 
Nor gossip's tale, nor ancient maiden's gall, 
Nor saintly spleen, dvrst mnrmor at ow joy. 
And with enveaom'd tongne o«r pleaswos poU. 
For why ? there was b«t one groat hile for all ; 
To wit^ that each should work his own desire^ 
And eat» drink, study, sleep, as it auiy fUl, 
Or BoU tiM time in lov% or wakn the lyn^ 
iUd carol what onUd the annoe miiht iai|drc. 
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TIm raoms vith cottlj^ tajMttry wen hanf* 
Where vas eowoven many a gentle tale ; 
Badi as of old tbe rural poets mag, 
(^ of Arcadian or Sicilian vale t 
HecUaii^ lovers^ in the lonely dale, 
Foor'd forth at larie the sweetly tortured heart; 
Or, aighing tender |>assioOy avelTd the gal^ 
And taught eharm*d echo to resound their smart; 
While locks, woods, streams, around repose, and 
peace impart. 

Those i^eaa^d the mosU vhere, by a ennning hand, 
Depainted was the patriarriial age s 
What time Dan Abraham left the Chaldee land. 
And pastured on from verdant stage to st^e. 
Where fields and fountains fresh could best engage. 
Toil was not then. Of nothing took they heed, ' 
But with wild beests the sylvan war to wage. 
And o*er vast plains thdr bards and flocks t» fised: 
Blest sons of KaUue they ! true golden age indeed ! 

Sometimes the pencil, in cool airy hall^ 
Bade the gay hloom of vernal landscapes rla^ 
Or autumn's varied shades imbrown the walls : 

: ITowtheblacktempeststrikesth* astonished eyes; 
Now down the steep the flashing tcurant flies; 
The trembling sun now plays o'er ocean hlne^ 
And now rude nuwntains frown amid the skies ; 
Whatever Lomin llght^ouefa'd with softening hue. 

Or savage Rosa dash'd, or learned Feuasin drew. 

Each sound too here to languishment inclin'd, 
LnlTd tim weak boaoai» and induced ease. 
ASiial mask in the warbling wind. 
Aft dlstannt riMng oft, by small degrsea 
Veerer and nearer came, till o'er the trees 
It hoiMb nd breath'd such souUdissolving airs. 
As did, alas I with soft perdition please ; 
Batangled deep in its enrhanthig snares, 
ate ttrtWag heart forgot all duties and aU c«b«. 
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A certain music, never known before. 
Here Inll*d the pensive mdancholy inind« 
Full easily obtain'd. Bdsoves no more, 
But side-lonf , to the feitfly-wavinf wlnd« 
To lay the weli-tnn'd instrument reclin*d ; 
Trotti which with airy flyiuf fingers Iigfat» 
Beyond each mortal touch the most refln'd. 
The (od of winds drew sounds of deep delight : 
Vheoce, with just cause, the Harp of JEolns It 
hight. 

Ah me! what hand can touch the strings to fine? 
Who up the lofty diapason roll 
Such sweet, sudi sad, such solemn airs divine, 
Then let them down again into the soul { 
Vow rising love they tann*d ; now pleasing dole 
Hiey breathed, in tender musings, thro' the heart; 
And now a graver sacred strain they stole, 
As when seraphic hands a hymn impart : 
Wild warbling nature all, above the reach of art I 

Such the gay splendour, the luxurious state 
Of califriis old, who on the Tygris* shore, 
-In mighty Bagdat, populous and great, 
Held thdr bright court, where was of ladies store : 
And verse, love, music still the garland wore : 
Wlran sleep was coy, the bard in waiting there 
Cheei'd the lone midnight with the Muse's lore ; 
Composing music bade liis dreams be £ur. 
And music lent new gladness to the morning air*- 

Kear tbe pavilions where we slqit, still ran 
SofiiUnUing streams, and dashing waters feU^ 
And sobbing breeaes sigli'd, and oft began 
(So work'd the waard; wintiy storms to swells 
As heaven and earth tfa^ would together meU : 
At doors and windows, threat'ning,seem'd to call. 
The demons of the tempest, grovding fdl, 
Tet the least entrance found thaj nooe ait all ; 
Wlieoce sweeter grew our sleep^secare immutw halk 



JJllIES THOUaON, Itf 

Aad hlthar UnriibeDi hdi U> kiudot dnami, 
&*laiiiB ■ world of imjBr ttoet ind fncv; 

. 11utplAy'd,iTiivK«iiifli£tlts,^m place to place, 



Paur'd aU Ui' ^rkbiui huven upon our oighu, 
iai tilos'd Uwn ofb buiila with mots nBa'd 
dellBhti. 

E/IL fAigDlDK TUtuo; ikilful to UDIU 

With BTil food, Bod itre* vltli pJounn polu. 



Or bold him cUnnb'riiic lU tha foatai nkBht 
Itw, Ull due lime 'ihuld latYO, woe bid Tu bet 
T« fau-diui apiliD, to wham man is dear, 
AdebIi of ^cT aod of love bo d«t, 



UO JAMBS THOMSON. 

Or, are yoa sportive? Bid tlie mom of youth 
Rise to new light, and beam afresh tlie days 
Of innocence, simplicity, and truthy 
To cares estranf'd, and manhood's thorny ways. 
What transport, to retrace our boyish plays» 
Our easy bliss, when each thing j6y supplied'} 
The woods, the mountains, and tiie warbling msae 
Of tlie wild brooks !— But, fondly wand*iing wide. 
My Muse, resume the task that yet doth thee abide. 

One great amusement of our household was. 
In a huge crystal magic globe to spy. 
Still as you turn*d it, all things that do pass 
Upon this an^hill earth ; where constantly 
Of idly-busy men the restless fry 
Run bustling to and firo with foolish haste. 
In search of pleasures vain that from them fly. 
Or which obtun*d the caitiffs dare not taste : 
When nothing is enjo3r*d, can there be greater waste? 

Of Vanity the mirror this was eaU*d. 
Here you a muckworm of tibe town might see 
At his doll desk, amid his ledgers stalFd, 
Eat up with carklng care and penurie ; 
Most like to carcase pitch'd on gallow>tree. 
' A penny saved is a penny got f 
Firm to this scoundrel-maxhn keepetli he, 
Ne of its rigor will he bate a jot. 
Till it has qnendi'd his fire, and banished his pot. 

Straight from the filtii of this low grub, b^ioldt 
Comes flutf ring forth a gandy speodtlurift heir. 
All glossy gay, enaneird all with gold. 
The silly tenant of the summer air. 
In folly lost, of nothing takes be care ; 
Pimps, lawyers, stewards, harlots, flatterers vilf 
And thieving tradeamen him among them a\»» 
His fathei's gbeet from limbo4ake, tbm wtttVa, 




JAICES THOMSON. aM 

. glolM pooitray'd Um race of kamed mea. 
J at their book*, and tarnioff o'er tlie paga 
ckwards and forwards: oft tiie7 snatch tha pm, 
if inspired, and in a Tbeapian raf e ; 
sa write and blot, as would yov rwth mgtigt. 
ly. Anthers, ail this scrawl and scrihUiiv sefe ? 
lose the preseatt fain the fntora age^ 
lised to be when ;rou can hear no more, 
nnch enridi'd witii fame when useless werldlj 
store. 

en would a splendid city rise to view, 
th carts, and cars, and coadies roaring all. 
de poured abroad t>diold the giddy crew : 
» bow they dash along from wall to wall ! 
evVy door, hark, how they thund*ring call ! 
od Lord I what can this s^dy rout excite i 
y on each other with fell tooth to fhil ; 
eii^bonr^ fortune, fune, or peace to blight, 
wke new tiresome parties for the coming idgfat f 

poiding sons of party oteat appeared, 

uric cabals and nightly juntos met; 

low they whispei'd close,now shrugging rear'd 

Important shoulder ; then, as if to get 

i^t, their tu^inkling eyes were inward set. 

mer Lucifier recals affiurs, 

wth they Yarious rush in mighty firet ! 

lo ! pnsh'd up to pow'o and crown*d their 

mother set, and kicketh them down stairs, 

t most shew'd the vanity of lifsb 

«hold the nations all on fire, 

broils engag'd, and deadly strifh : 

(■tian kings, enfiam'd by black desire 

Minbia roffians in their hire, 

> to rage, and blood around to pour x 

I work when each begins to tire^ 

em down just where Uiey were before, 

wanea of woe peace shalV ^Ma Vkh^ 



Of all the tentle tenants -of the plaee^ 
There was a man of special frave remarii : 
A certain tender floom o'erspread his inod^ 
Pensive, not sad, in thought inv<dv*d not dar 
As soot this man coold siaf as ■**>«'"^"f laiki 
And teach tlie noblest morals of the tiaait^ 
Bot these his talants.wera yboriad stark ; 
Of Ibe fine stores he «M>M*inf woald kBptr^. 
l^hich or boon nature gave, oraataraipaiiitli^ 

To oo«Dt4lde slndes iaeontiaeBt b« ru, 
When ports the brool wicti s1wm> liif llli< m 
Or niien Dan M to dope hit iriMb bifH^ 
Amid the bioom b» besk'd Um oA the gnmai 
"Wliere tiie wild thyme aad ffai ii ih ii n am fam 
Ibera would be Hoger, tm tbt lataat njr 
Of l%lit tat toambHag oa lib wdktiH boutf j 
lb«B iMHMwaid thra^ the nrBliht skadowB all 
Sanotering and slow. So bad In passed maqy • d 



^ "»e »^^M ^ '^^o toot ^^ hatu f 
i;' '»*>t e'en nl ^"^ *^^» l!> 



hM JAMSS THOMSOK! 

As when in prime of Jane a burnish*d tty 
Sprnnf from the meads, o*er which he sweqis aloof , 
Cheer'd by the breathing bloom and vital sky. 
Tunes vp amid these airy ludls his song, 
Sootiunff at first the fay reposing tiirong : 
And oft he sips th«r bowl ; or nearly drown'd* 
He, thence recoverinCf drives their beds among. 
And scares their tendersleep»with tromp profound ; 
Then out again he flies, to wing his mai^ round. 

Another guest there was, of sense refined. 
Who felt each worth, for every worth he had; 
Serene yet warm, humane yet firm bis mind, 
As little touched as any man's with bad : 
Him through thdr inmost walks the Muses lad. 
To him the sacred love of nature lent, . 
And sometimes would he make our valley glad; 
Whenas we found he would not here be pent. 
To him the better sort this friendly message sent : 

' Come, dwell with us ! true son of virtue, come I 
' But if, alas I we cannot thee persuade, 
' To ly content beneath our peaceful dome, 

* Ne ever more to quit our quiet glade ; 
' Yet when at last thy toils but ill apaid 

* Shall dead thy fire, and damp its heavenly spark, 
' Thou wilt be glad to seek Uie rural shade, 

' There to indulge the muse, and nature mark : 
* We then a lodge for thee will rear in Hagley Park.* 

Here whilom ligg'd th' Esopus of the age; 
But caird by fame, in soul ypricked deep, 
A noble pride restored him to the stage. 
And rous'd him Uke a giant from hte sleep. 
Even from his slumbers we advantage reap : 
With double force tii' enliv«n*d scene he wakes, 
Tet gaits not nature's bounds. He knows to keep 
£acA dae decorum : now the heart Yie %Yiaktn, 
^adnatir with weU-urfd »esM the en\\tft*w?A VaL^\ 
meat tak«B. 



rid ftwiHM widi a oum «- . 

ai^d In eartlcM in his ewgy teat: 
■iCd cadrciad with the joyoM traiii, 
nUiiiiff aage t his ditty sweet 
Md modi to write, ne cared to repeat. 

ft faj h<d7 feet our groand was trod. 
Ilka good plentj here you mote espj. 
le^ nmiid, fet, oily man of Ood, 
mm I dilefly raark'd amonf the fry; 
•d a rofnish twinkle in his eye, 
shone all clitterinc with ungodly dew, 
tight damsel dianc'd to trippen by ; 
eh when obsenr'd, he shrunk into his mew, 
tndt would recollect his piety anew. 

be forgot a tribe, who minded nought 
I inmates of Uie place) but state affairs : 
f look'd, perdie, as if they deeply thought ; 
: on their brow sat every nation's cares : 
world by them is parcel'd out in shares, 

«-i I nf Smoke they congress hold. 



here »«»« "»' """ rri«l» were thrown. 
jcefte»<»».«~*"» of jar «>A '**^ 

To tlto «» ^^ "^ !^he .hat «x»i«ht«y • 
And twtht witbouteo P»» 



/AMBB TBOIOOK. 

. ladj proad sh* wh» of •ade&t 
/et oft her fair Uflr pride made c 
8he felt, or fkiMy*d in her flntterii 
All the diseases which the spittlei 
And soacht all physic whkh tiam 
And still new leaches and new di 
Her humour ever waveriof to and 
For sometimes she would laafh» and 
llien suddoi waxed wroth ; and all 8h« 

Fast by her side a listless maiden 
"With aching head, and squeamish 1 
Pale, bloated, cold, she seem'd to 
Tet lovM in secret all forbidden t 
And here the TerUan shakes his c 
The sleepless Oout here counts the 
A wolf now fnaws him, now a sei 
Whilst Apoplexy <!ramm*d Intemp 
Down to the ground at once, as but 



HTMN ON SOLITU 

XT AIL* mildly pleasing Solitude, 
■^ Companion of the wise and got 
But from whose holy piercing eye. 
The herd of fools and villains fly. 

Oh ! how 1 love with thee to wall 
And listen to thy whispei'd talk, 
Which innocence and truth impartSi 
And melts the most obdurate hearti 

A thousand shapes you wear with 
And still in every sbi^w yov ple»se 
Kow wrapt in some mysterious dres 
A lone philosopher yon seem ; 
Kow quick from hlU to vale yon fl| 
And now yon sweep the vanlted sk. 
A shepherd next you haant the pb; 
And wxfMe htth jwn Q«l«a Utow 



Aad while meridian fervors beat. 
Thine is the woodland dumb retreat ; 
But chief, when evening scenes decay. 
And the faint landscape swims away. 
Thine is the doubtful soft decline. 
And that best hoar of musing thine. 

Descending angels bless thy train. 
The virtues of the sage and swain ; 
Plain innocence in wliite arrajr'd, 
Before thee lifts her fearless head : 
Religion's beams around thee shine. 
And cheer thy glooms with light divine: 
About thee sports sweet liberty ; 
And rapt Urania sings to thee. 

Oh, let me pierce thy secret cell. 
And in thy deep recesses dwell. 
Perhaps from Norwood's oak>clad hill. 
When meditation has her fill, 
I just may cast my careless eyes 
Where London's spiry turrets rise ; 
Think of its crimes, its cares, its pain. 



aors tba widow't lonely fttte she feels, 

•hock severe that modest want conceals, 

oppKMOf's seoorfe, Uie scorn of wealthy pride* 

poverty's onnamber'd ills beside. 

■eel attended by the* angelic throng, 

nigh yonder worlds of light she glides along, 

. claims the well-eam'd raptures of tlie sky :-* 

fond concern recalls the mother's eye ; 

■eoks the helpless orphans left behind ; 

lardly left! so bitterly rcsign'd I 

« still ! is she my soul's divinest theme, 

waking vision, and the wailing dream : 
id the ruddy sun's enlivening blaze 
r my dark eyes her dewy image plays, 
1 in the dread dominion of the night 
aes out again the sadly pleasing sight, 
unphant virtue all around her darts, 
1 more than volumes every look imparts— 
iks, soft, yet awful, melting, yet serene, 
ere both the mother and the sunt are seen. 
: ah ! that night— that torturing night remains ; 



160 JAMES THOMSON. 

Why WM I then, ye powers, reseiVd for tlus i 
THoT sunk that momeat io tiie ymst abyss? 
Devoured at oace by the relentless vavcw 
And whdm*d fm ever in a va^iy grave ?— 
Down, ye wild wishes of onmly woe I— 
I see her with immortal beauty fflow» 
The early wrinkle, care*coatracted, gone. 
Her tears all vipe'd, and all her sorrows flown ; 
The* exalted voice of Heav'n I hear her iMreatiie, 
To soothe her soul in agonies of deatlu 
I see her through the mansions Uest above. 
And now she meets her dear expecting I^ove. 
Heart<cheering sight ! but yet, alas ! o'erspread 
By the damp gloom of Griefs uncheerful shade. 
Come then of reason the reflecting hour. 
And let me trust the kind o*er-ruli4g Pmmt, 
Vfho from the ligfat commands the shining day. 
The poor man's pcrtion* and the orphan's stay 1 



THKBE. A PASTORAL 

IY timd, O TB MaiM I wu bipstij irai, 
WheD Fbobe wmt with ma Themo' I went; 

n qev«r Jond Ahepherd like CollD vu b1«l- 
^At ft mwelLout chuige od a udden I fiodl 
bought it vaa Spiiu^ i but^ alu r it « u ihe. 
rhe fouDtiin that miDt to no iwcetly Kloif, 
id eacce <D wft mnTman the pvbblei imost, 



Cij, 'Siiisli,' indpTB Uai »blo» with mj crook; 
And I'Jl (ivc hiiD uother ; for Thy skculd not Tzty 



Bot DOW iha ii ■hHDt, Ihonfta itill Otey ling «i, 
TTifl vooda nn but kooalyi tlio molody's fono : 
Bar Tt^u in tha ataomt, u now t tu^« 1va&^ 
OIth obt- ttaiBi alH in (invriite M<n<&> 



jnot^ueitjf bid the dear nymph to retnm ; 
For ne'er was poor shepherd so sadljr fbriom. 
Ah i what shall I do ? I shaU die with deqiair : 
Take heed, all ye twainSt bow ye lore one ao fi 



I 



H-rs sLster, ^hp, like En.j form'd. 

T Wti her in mischief joy a, 

TO work kern harm. .iUj wicked slaU 

Each darker art employ d. 
The father too, a sordid man! 
Who love nor pity knew. 
Was all unfeeling as the clod 
rrom whence his riches grew. 

,- J u« «P^n their secret flame. 
Long had he seen "»«'" 

Had sternly disapprov'd. 

In Edwin's genUe heart a war 

Of differing passions strove; 

HU heart, that durst not disobey. 

Yet could not cease to love. 

Denied her sight, he oft behind 

The spreading hawthorn crep^ 

io snatch a glance, to mark the spot 



aaie; Us cold hand softly touch'd, 
bathed with manj a tear : 
lUllag o*ar the primrose pale 
aminf^ews appear. 

ah I his sister*s jealous care. 
Ml dater shel 

ide what Eouna came U> say,— 
Edwin I Uve for me.' 

homeward as she hopeless wept 
Aordi-yard path along, 
jlast blew cold, the dark owl scream'd 
lover's fiineral song. 

I the falling gloom of night 
itartling fancy found 
•eiry bush his hovering shade* 
{roan in every sound. 

By appailM, thus had she passM 
risionary vale— 



t.t.~ J .V k^ll 



IflS 



DATID KALLET. 



WILLIAM AND MARGARBT. 

TpWAS at the silent solemn hour 
-*' When uiffht and morning mee^ 
In glided Margaretfs gnmly i^Mt^ 
And stood at WilUaa*s feet. 

Her face was like an April mom 
€lad in a wintry dottd. 
And clay-cold was her lUy hand 
That held her sable starond. 

. So shall the fairest face appear 
When youth and years are flown ; 
Such is the robe that kings mast wear 
When Death has reft their crown. 

Her bloom was like the springing flowV 
That sips the silver dew; 
The rose was budded in her clieek. 
Just opening to the view 

Bat Love had, like the cankei^worm* 
Consnm'd her early prime : 
The rose grew pal^ and left her cheek ; 
She died before her time. 

' Awake!' she cried, * thy true love oaU^ 
Gome from her midnight grave ; 
Vow let thy pity bear the maM 
Thy love refusM to save. 

This b the damb and draary hoar 
When inJurM ghosts complida. 
When yawaiag graivea^e op their dead 
To haunt the faithless swaia. 

Bethink thee, William ! of tfay fkuM^ 
Thy pledge and broken oath. 
And give jna baok agF-nwIdea 
-^d give me Imdi ugy mvHJk, 



"lit h«trt ••*»»' 

'dill I. y*»*»« f , 

•t last mom appe»» . 



( IfiB ) 

HAWKINS BROWNE, 

A PIPE OF TOBACCO: 
Lt Jmitatum tf rix several Authors, 



IMITATION I. 
A NEW-YEAR'S ODE. 
RECITATrVE. 
i^kLD battle^mor, big with horror, is fled, 
^-^ And olive rob*d Peace again lifts np her head. 
Sing, ye Moses, Tobacco, the blessing of peace; 
Was ever a nation so blessed as this ? 

AIR. 

When summer suns grow red with heat. 

Tobacco tempers Phcebus* ire ; 
When wintry storms around us beat. 
Tobacco chears with gentle fire. 
Yellow Autumn, youthful Spring, 
In thy praises jointly sing. 

RECITATTFE. 

Like Neptune, Caesar guards Virginian fleets, 

Fraught with Tobacco's balmy sweets ; 
Old Ocean trembles at Britannia's pow'r. 

And Boreas is afiaid to roar. 

AIR. 

Happy mortal, b«l who knows 

Pleasure which a Pipe bestows ; 
^ Curling eddies climb the room, 

WafUng round a mild perfume. 
RECITATIVE. 
Let foreign climes the vine and orange boast^ 
While wastes of war deform the teeming coast; 
Britana^-^Bttant firom each hostile sound, 
Eqjoyi a Pipe, with ease and freedom cnHm*d : 
E*en restless Tmttion finds itself most free ; 
Or, if a thre, a sJayt to lAberty. 



HAWXmS BROWN. 



imtTation n. 

T ITTLE tube, oT ulthtr power, 

OUettottv *uiB doln, 
lip sf wu, ud cjB of In 1 
Aod thy koowy, taper n^at, 
VJtfa my finiti (sntly bn^d i 
Aod tbr pivtty fl««Uinf em^ 



Can Bjfbrd Ikii tube ut lAftd 
With Iha ftHTut Indbia irecd: 
, Vol. II. I 



# ^ J noQ, matar'd by glad Hteperian tons, 
^^ Tobacco ! fountain pure of limpid truth* 
That looks the very soul ; ivhence pouring thought 
Swarms all the mind; absorpt is yellow care; 
And at each puff imagination burns. 
Flash on thy bard, and, with exalting fires. 
Touch the mysterious lip that chaunts thy pnuae. 
In strains to mortal sons of earth unknown. 
Behold an engine, wrought from taony mines 
Of ductile clay, with plastic virtue form'd. 
And glaa*d magnific o*er, I grasp. I fill. 
FIrom Paetotheke with pungent pow*rs perfum*d. 
Itself one tortoise all, where shines imbib'd 
Eau:h parent ray; then rudely nunm'd illume. 
With the red touch of seal-enkindling sheet, 
Hark*d witli Gibsonian lore ; forth issue clouds. 
Thought-thrilling, thirst>inciting clouds around. 
And many*mining fires : I all the while. 
Lolling at ease, inhalp the breesy balm. 
But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to join. 
In genial strife and orthodoxal ale. 
Stream Hf«» o«.i i~.. «-*- -^ . «» 



HAWKINS BROWNB. . IH 

IMTTATIOK IV. 

l€S wrannt; Tobacco it my tbeme ; 
midit IUb6 horaetR at tb» bhtating atiean. 
«, C0Qrt4iiaecu, flutter not too near 
t, nor tmae within the scorchinf sphere, 
with flame lilie thine my rent iaapkn, 
I the Mnae from smoke elicit Are. 
ibf prefer the tickKag sting of snuff; 
their claim to wisdom is— a puff: 
4kUn smokes not^for his teeth aiiraid : 
dry smokes not<— for he wears brocade* 
when pipes are brought, afiect to swoon ; 
ve no soioke, except the smoke of town : 

irtiers hate the pufl&ng tribe no matter, 

, if they love the breath that cannot flatter I 
but shew their ignorance ; can he 
oms the leaf of knowledge, love the tree ? 
Bted Templar (more prodigious yet) 

; Tobacco, tho' it makes him spit. 

i vows it has an edions stink ; 

I not smoke (ye gods !>--but die will drink. 

iste I^ndella (blame her if you can) 

pes are us'd by that vile creature Man : 

srds remain, who still its worth proclaim, 

>me for pleasure smoke, and some for fame: 

f our actions universal spring, 

ch we drink, eat, sleep, smoke,— ev^ thing. 



IMITATIOK V. 



T leaf! whose aromatic gales diq)ens« 
Templars modesty, to Persons sense : 
■I'd priests, at fom*d Dodona's shrine, 
(aspiration firom the steem divine, 
that cures, a vapour that affords 
t Bore solid than the smile of lords s 



IMITATION VI. 



"DOT ! bring an ounce of Freeman's best, 

-*^ And bid the vicar be my guest: 

Let all be plac'd in manner due; 

A pot wherein to spit, or spue, 

And London Journal, and Free-Briton, 

Of use to light a pipe, or * * 

• ••••••• 

• ••••••• 

This village, unmolested yet 
By troopen, shall be my retreat: 
Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray ; 
Who cannot write, or TOte for *. 
Far from the vermin of the town. 
Here let me rather live, my own. 
Dose o*er a pipe, whose vapour bland 
In sweet oUivfon lulls. the land; 
Of all, which at Vienna passes. 
As ignorant aa <* <* Brass isx 
And scorning rascals to caress. 
Extol the daya of good queen Bess» 
When £nt Tobacco blest our islCf 
^ea ibink of other qiieeB»*<*»iid 



r«^^*^«^^Co„^ Ciller. 



' • hill. 
And I at ew-milking first sey*d my yoang ftluLly 
To b«ar the milk boivie nae pun was to me. 
When I at the bnghting forgathered wi* thee. 

PATIE. 
When com rigs wav'd yellow, and blue hether be 
Bloom'd bonny on moirland and sweet rising fel 
Kae bims, briers, or breckens gae trouble to me, 
If I found the berries right ripen'd for thee. 

PEGGY. 
When thou ran, or wrestled, or putted the stane 
And came aff.the victor, my heart was ay fain ; 
Iliy ilka sport manly gave pleasure to me ; 
For nane can putt, wrestle, or run swift as thee. 

PATIE. 

Our Jenny sings saftly the Cowdem-iroom knant. 
And Rosie lilts sweetly the Milking the nu; 
!Z1iere*s fsw Jmn^ N«ttU$ like Nansy can sing ; 
At 3%r»* the utod, IrndU*, Bess gars our lugs ring. 

Tin* ■mmU^.^ --~ J ■« 






SANG. 



'•dy rich in be.„^..'SS«„ 
e, poor met »iu »„_ ^._™' 



SANG. 

WHEN hope was quite sank in despair. 
My heart it was going to break ; 
My life appeared worthless my care. 
But now I will sav't for thy sake. 
"Where'er my love travels by day. 

Wherever he lodges by night, 
VrV me his dear image shall stay. 
And my soul keep him ever in sight. 

Wi* patience 1*11 wait tiie lang year. 

And study the gentlest charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear. 

To lock thee for ay in these arms. 
Whilst thoa wast a shepherd, I pris'd 

Ko higher degree in this .life ; 
But now m endeavour to rise 

To a height that's becoming thy wife. 

F6r beauty tha^s only skin deep. 



^ «M love, and hid my blush, 
Whilst round thou didst enfald me. 

To a* our haunts I will repair. 
By greenwood shaw or fountain; 

Or where the simmer day Td share 
Wi' thee upon yon mountidn. 

There will I tell the trees and flow'rs, 
From thoughts unfeign'd and tender. 

By vows yott*re miue, by love is yonr*s 
A heart which cannot wander. 



SANG. 

npHE bonny grey*ey'd morniog begins to peep, 
'*' And darkness flies before the rising ray. 
The hearty hynd starts fh>m his lazy sleep. 
To follow healthful labours of the day, 
¥ithout guilty sting to wrinkle hb brow. 
The lark and the linnet 'tend his levee, 
nd he joins their concert, driv^'*' " 

From toil of trr**^- 



S^-^ *SiS!* Si""' ' 






^T !«'"'• 






;,,*<F>'° 



Bcvra(8 iinpstittit ro86f 

thniw bb blood-steln'd sword in thunder doviii 
UmI, with a withering look, 
lie war^enonnclng tmmpet took* 
ind blew a blast so loud and dread, 
fere n^er prophetic sounds so full of woe. 

And ever and anon he beat 

The donUing drum with furious heat ; 

nd tho* sometimes, each dreaiy pause between, 

P^ie c ted Pity at his side 

Her aonl^ubduing voice applied, 

)t ilill he kept his wild unalterM mien; 

le eadi strain'd ball of sight seem*d bursting from 
Us head. 

avmbers. Jealousy, to nought were fii*d, 
1 proof of thy distressful stale I 
iffering themes the veering song was miz'd, 
d now it courted Love, now raving call'd on 

Hate, 
th ej^es uprais'd, as one iupii'd. 
Melancholy sat rarir'H 







■WILLIAM COLLINS. 




i, how rfiBr'd »« ia spdihUleriai 












boshini ii^Di-d with lUDinlns dew, 


■ S]=« ; 


10 upiriai tir, Ihit dale and Uiiek> 




hunier'i call In Fano and Diyad ki 


mi ib^o 




H Sityi 


r. Md sjivan bo)-., were teen 


H Pce>> 








Eierciae rejulc'd to hear. 




Ad<1 


Sport laat'd up, and si«-ii lii. btech 




Lulci 












Bu^; 


oD be aaw the brUk-anekcnlD^t vIdI 




■Who 


» iwaai entranoint voice he Uv'd 
Bv wool il have Ihouiht, whoheatd tl 




Thoy saw in Tempe") vale her mUib 


















«, ai hia Bjini finjcrs klis'd the >ti 




l^E 


I fiini'd vilh Miitb > Kiy fimtiitic 




iMI. 
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ODE TO FEAR. 

rflllOU, to urbom the world unknown, 
-'* With all its shadowy shapes, is shewn ; 
Vfko seeit, api>aird,.the nnreal scene, 
Vbile Fancy lifts the Teil between : 

Ah Fear! ah frantic Fear! 

I see, I see tl)ee near. 

I know thy hunied step ; thy haggard qref 
like thee I start; like thee disordei'd 4y. 
?lor lo, what monsters in thy train appear I 
>anger, whose linibs of giant mould 
That mortal eye can fiz*d behold ? 
fho stalks his round, an hideous form, 
lowling amidst the midnight storm ; 
r throws him on fh» •«•»— -' 



Yet he, the bard who first mvoK a uijr •••».., 
Disdain'd in Marathon its power to feel : - 

For not alone he nurs*d the poet's flame. 
Bat reached from Virtue's hand the patriot's steel. 

But who b he whom later garlands grace ; 

Who left a while o'er Hybla's dews to rove. 
With trembling eyes thy dreary steps to trace. 

Where thou and furies shar'd tlie baleful grove! 

Wrapt in thy cloudy veil, th* incestuous queen 
Sigh'd the sad call her son and husband heard. 

When once alone it broke the silent scene. 
And he the wretch of Thebes no more appeared. 

O Feac, I know thee by my throbbing heart : 
Thy withering power inspir'd each mournful line: 

Though gentle Pity claim her mingled part. 
Yet all the thunders of the scene are thine ! 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Thou who sudi weaiy lengths hast past, 
Where wilt thou rest, mad Nymirii, at last ? 



WnlilAM COLLntS. 

And, lest thou meet my blasted vie^ 
Hold each strange tale devoutly trae 
He'er be I found, by thee o'eraw'd. 
In that thrice^iallow'd eve, abroad. 
When ghosts, as cottage-muds believ 
Their pebbled beds permitted leave ; 
And goblins haunt, from fire, or fen. 
Or mine, or flood, the walks of men I 

O tlA>n whose spirit most possest 
The sacred seat of Shakespeare's brei 
By all that from thy prophet broke. 
In thy divine emotions spoke ; 
Hither again thy fury deal. 
Teach me but once like him to feel: 
His cypress wreath my meed decree, 
And I, O Fear, wUl dweU with thee 



ODE TO EVENING. 

TF aught of oaten stop, or pastoral 
^ May hope, O pensive Eve, to soo( 
Like thy own brawling springs* 
Thy springs, and dying gales ; 

O nymph reserv'd, while now the brij 
Sits in yon western tent* whose cloo 
With brede ethereal wove, 
O'erhang his wavy bed : 

Now air to hnsh'd, save where the w 
With short shrill shriek flits by on le 
Or where the beetle winds 
His small but snllen horn. 

As oft he rises *midst the twilight pa 
Agaiast die pilgrim borne in heedlee 
Now teach me, maid compot'd. 
To ta-mtbc BOOM lofle&'d iU«^ 
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Whose numbers, •tealiog through thy darkeniof vale^ 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit ; 

As musing slow, I hail 

Thy genial lov'd return I 

For when thy holdinf>star arising shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp 

The fragrant Hours, and Elves 

Who slept in buds the day, > 

And many a Nymph who wreaths her brows with 

sedge. 
And sheds with freshening dew, and, lovelier stilU 

The pensive Pleasures sweet. 

Prepare thy shadowy car. 

Then let me rove some wUd and heathy scene ; 
Or find some ruin, 'midst its dreary dells. 

Whose walls more awful nod 

By thy religious gleams. 

Or, if chill blnsf ring winds, or driving rain. 
Prevent my willing ftet, be mine tfie but. 

That, from the mountain's side. 

Views wilds, and swelling floods. 

And hamlets brown, and dim*di8cover'd spires ; 
And hears their simple bell ; and marks o'er all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

While Qpring shall pour his showers, as oft he wont. 
And bathe thy breathing treaaes, meekest Eve 1 
While Summer loves to sport 
. Beneath thy ling'ring light; 

While sallow Autuaon fills thy lap with leaves ; 
Or Winter, yelling through the troublous air, 

Afirights thy shrinking train. 

And rudely rends thy robes ; 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rale. 
Shall FanQT, Friendship, Seienoe, HniUBg Feaoc» 
Thy grentlest influenee own* 

Aad love tby i«?'iite aan»i 
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nX) fair fldele*s frassy tomb 
-*- Soft maids and village binds shall briof 
Each openinff sweet of earliest bloom. 
And rifle all the breathing spring. 

No wailing ghost shall dare appear 
To vex with shrieks this quiet grove ; 

But shepherd lads assemble here» 
And melting virgins own their love. 

No withered witch shall here be seen ; 

Ko goblins lead their nightly crew : 
The female fays shall haunt the green. 

And dress thy grave with pearly dew I 

The redbreast oft, at evening hours. 

Shall kindly lend his Uttle aid, 
With hoaiy moss, and gathered flowers. 

To deck the ground where thou art laid. 

When howling winds, and beating ridn» 

In tempests shake thy sylvan cell ; 
Or, *midst the chase, on every plain. 

The tender thought on thee shall dwell a 

Eadi lonely scene shall thee restore ; , 

For thee the tear be duly shed ; 
Belov'd, till lifb can charm no more. 

And moom'd tiU Pity's self be deMl. 



..^mm mtnmm t—M ID IWIM pffiaO. 

ImUatiom, 
And mingled loandt and infimt plaints we In 
That pierce the entrance •hrill, and wound tlM 

AH tne ! full sorely is my heart fbrlon 
To think how modest worth neglect 
While partial Fame doth with her blast i 
Such deeds alone as pride and pomp diSj 
Deeds of ill sort, and mischieroiu empri: 
Lend me thy clarion, Ooddest ! let me ti 
To sound the praise of Merit, ere it dies. 
Such as I oft have chaunced to espy 
Lost in the dreary shades of dull obscuri 

In ev'ry village mark'd with little spire, 
Embower'd in trees, and hardly known t( 
There dwells, in lowly shed and mean at 
A matron old, whom we school^mbtress z 
Who boasts unraly brats with birch to tai 
They grieven sore, in piteous durance pen 
Aw'd by the pow'r of thia relentless dame 
And oft »«»"— '- ' " ' 



wnxiAM sHENsrroiTB. lar 

80 here I seen (nrho has not may c<»c«lv^ 

A lifeless phatttom near a garden idac'd. 

So doth it vanton birds of peace bereave* 

Of sport, of loiif , of pleasure, of repast ; 

They start, they staire, they wheel, they k>ek af hast; 

Sad senritode ! sach comfortiess aaaoy 

Hay no bold Briton's riper age e'er taste I 

Ke superstition clof his dance of joy. 

He vision empty, vain, his natiiTe bliss destroy. 

Hear to this dome b found a patch so green. 

On which the tribe their gambols do dteplay, 

And at the door impri8*ning board is seen. 

Lest weakly wights of smaller sise should stray. 

Eager, perdie, to bask in sunny day! 

The noises intermixed, which thence resound. 

Do Learning's little tenement betray, 

"Where sits the dame, disgnis'd in look profound, 

Andres her fairy tbrong,and turns her wheel arouBd. 

Her cap, far whiter than the driven snow. 
Emblem right meet of decency does yield ; 
Her i4>ron, dy*d in grain, as blue* I trowe. 
As is the hare-bell that adorns the field ; 
And in her hand, for sceptre, she does wield 
Tway birchen sprays, with anxious fear entwined. 
With dark distrust and sad repentance fiU*d, 
And stedfast hate, and sharp affliction Join'd, 
And fuiy uncontroU'd* and chastisement uiikind. 

f^ but have kenn'd, in semblaace meet poartray'd 
The childtoh tees of old iEoTs train, 
Liba» Motas, Awster : these hi firowns amor'd. 
How then would hn or earUi, or sky, or m si n, 
Were the stera fed to give hie slaves the rein? 
And were not she rebellious breasts to quell* 
And were net she her statutes to aaiatate, 
The cot no uMre, I ween, were deeaa'd the oell 
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A nisset stole was o'er her shoolderB UutoWB, ■ 
A russet kirtle fenc'd the mppiaf air ; 
Twaa simple russet, but it was her own ; 
Twas her own country bred the flock so Mr: 
Twas her own labor did the fleece prepare; 
And, sooth, to siqr, her pupils, rang'd aroond. 
Thro* pious awe did term it passing rare. 
For they in gaping wonderment abound. 
And think, no doubt, she been the greatest wight oa 
ground. 

Albeit ne flatt'ry did corrupt her truth, 

Ne pompous tide did debauch her ear. 

Goody, good woman, gossip, n*aunt, forsooth, 

Or dame, the sole additions she did hear ; 

Tet these she challeng'd, these she held right dear ; 

Ne would esteem him act as mought behove 

Who should not honor'd eld with these revere; 

For never title yet so mean could prove. 

But there was eke a mind which did that title love* 

One ancient hen she took delight to feed. 
The plodding pattfrn of the busy dame» 
Which, ever and anon, impell'd by need. 
Into her school, begirt with chickens, came ; 
Such favor did her past deportment claim : 
And if neglect had lavished on the ground 
Fragment of bread, she would collect the same { 
For well she knew, and quaintly could expound* 
What sin it were to waste the smallest crum she found. 

Herbs, too, she knew, and well of eadi could q^eak j 
That in her garden sipp'd the ailv'ry dew» 
Where no vain flow'r discloa'd a gaudy streak. 
But herbs for use, and physic, not a few. 
Of grey renown, within those borders grew ; 
The tufted basil, j^in provoking thyme, 
Tnth baani,-and maiygold of chenrfiil hueb 
The lowly gill, thatnever dares to climb, 
Aadmcf IfainwottldringidiwUitaiiHtlMretoifajaib 



. .^u • posie found, 
pikes of asare bloom 
1 bt^ «ra«liUfl^ in arid bandies bound, ' 
ork Miidtt Om labors of her loom, 
IcrevB her kerchief clean with mic^e rare per- 
ftimes. 

here trim rosemarine, that whilom crowned 
daintieat garden of the pcoadest peer, 

dfiren from its envy'd site, it found 
ier«d shelter fmr its branches here ; 
re edg'd with gold its gUtt'ring skirts ^>pear. 

itiel days I O customs meet and well ! 

hb was banish'd from its lofty sphere ; 

tdty then sought this humble celJ, 
r«r would she more with thane and lordling 
welL 

ft the dame, on Sabbatirs decent eve, 
i inch psalms as Sternhold forth did mete; 
r twere, she to her hearth did cleave, 
wr garden found a summereeat: 
riody ! to hear her then repeat 
lel's sons, beneatli a fn*«*' 



190 WILLIAM SHENSTOHE. 

In elbow chair, like that of Scottish stem. 
By the sharp tooth of cank'rmr eld defac'd* 
In which, when he receives his diadem, 
Oar sovereign prince and liefest liege is plac*d. 
The matron sate, and some with rank she grac'd, 
(The source of children's and of covrtier^s pride !> 
Redress'd affrontt, for Tile affronts there paas'd. 
And wam'd them not the fretful to decide. 
But love each other dear, whatever them betide* 

Right wfll she knew each temper to descry, 
To thwart the proud, and the submiss to ruse* 
Some with vile copper prize exalt on high. 
And some entice with pittance small of praise ; 
And other some with baleful sprig she 'frays : 
E'en absent, she the reins of pow'r doth hold, 
'While with quaint arts the giddy crowd she sways; 
Forewam'd, if little buxl their pranks behold, 
IVill whisper in her ear, and all the scene unfold. 

Lo, now with state she utters tlie comnumd ! 
Eftsoons the urchins to their tasks repair. 
Their books, of stature small, they take in hand. 
Which with pellucid horn secured are. 
To save from finger wet the letters fair ; 
The work 89 gay, that on their back is seen 
St. George's high achievements does declare; 
On which thilk wight that has y-f azing been. 
Kens the forthcoming rod, unpleasing sight, I ween I 

Ah ! luckless he, and bom beneath the beam 
Of evil star ! it irks me whilst I write ! 
As erst the bard I • l^r Malta's rilver stream. 
Oft at he told of deadly dolorous plight, 
fllgh'd M be sang, and did in tears indite. 
Vor brandishing the n>d, she doth begin 
3P» hftme the brogueiy tlie stri|>ling*s late delight! 
^Md down tht\y drop, appem bis d^ty i!km, 
' m tkt ^uij coat of whitest en^lin. 
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And gives a loose at last to i 

But ah i what pen his piteoui 
Or what device his lond lame 
The form nncoulh of his dbg 
The pallid hue that dyes his 
The plenteous show*r that dc 
When he, in abject wise, imp 
Ke hopeth aught of sweet rei 
Or when firom high she leveii 
And, thro' the thatch, his cri 
proclaim. 



^^uuTuisions uuemiiaiiic i does declara 

His (rievoos wronr, his dame's unjust bdiest. 

And scorns her oflFei'd love, and shuns to be careis 

His face besprent, with liquid crystal shines. 
His blooming face, that seems a purple flow'r ; 
Which low to earth its droofHug head declines. 
All smear'd and suUy'd by a vernal show'r : 
O the hard bosoms of despotic pow'rl 
All, all, but she, tiie author of his shame. 
All, all, but she, regret this mournful hour; 
Tet hence the youth, and hence the flow'r shall daii 
If so I deem aright, transcending worth and fam 

Behind some door, in melancholy thought* 
Mindless of food, he, dreary caitiff! pines, 
Ne for his fisllows' joyaunce careth auf^t. 
But to the wind all merriment resigns. 
And deems it shame if he to peace inclines; 
And many a sullen look ascance is sent. 
Which for his dame's annoyance he designs; 

And «till fhik mAMk ♦#» «1«— ~-- v: v-t- .. - - 
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Tet nvrs'd with skill, what daaling fhiits appear ! 

Ev^n now safaeioiu foresight points to show 

A little bench of heedless bishops here. 

And there a chancellor in embryo. 

Or bard sublime, if bard may e'er be so. 

As Milton, Shakespeare, names tiiat ne'er shall die ! 

Tho' now he crawl along the ground so low, 

l^or weeting hoir the Muse should soar on high, 

Wishetfa, poor starvling elf! his paper kite may fly. 

And this perhaps, who, cens'ring the design. 
Low lays the house which that of cards doth bnild^ 
Shall Dennis be ! if rigid fates incline, 
And many an epic to his rage shall jrield. 
And many a poet quit the Aonian field ; 
And, sonx'd by age, profound he shall appear. 
As he 1H10 now with 'sdainful fuiy thriU'd, 
Surveys mine work, and levels many a sneer. 
And fttrls his wrinkly front, and cries, ** What stuff 
is here!" 

But now Dan Phoebus gains the middle sky, 
And Liberty unbars her prison door, 
And like a rushing torrent out they fly. 
And now the grassy cirque han covered o'er 
"^^th boist'rous revel-rout and wild uproar ; 
A thousand ways in wanton rings they run, 
HeaVn shield their short-liVd pastimes, I implore! 
For well may Freedom, erst so dearly won. 
Appear to British elf more gladsome then thfi sun. 

Ei^oy, poor imps ! enjoy yonr spordve trade. 
And chase gay flies, and cull the fairest flow'rs. 
For when my bones in grasfr^green sods are laid. 
For never may ye taste more careless hoars 
In knii^tly castles or in ladies* bow'rs. 
O vain to seek delight in earthly thing I 
But most in coarts, where proud Ambition tow'rs : 
Ddndad wight! who weens fisir peace can tprinc 
Beneath the ponpoof dome of keaix ot dl Vk^i- 
V0I.U, K 



Here, as each season yields a different store 
Each season's stores in order ranged been. 
Apples with cabbage-net y-cover'd o'er, 
Galling fall sore the unmoney'd wight, are > 
And goosb'rie clad in liv*ry red w green; 
And here of lovely dye the cathVine pear, 
.Fine pear ! as lovely for thy juice I ween : 
O may no wight e*er pennyless come there. 
Lest smit with ardent love he pine withhopele 

See! cherries here, ere cherries yet abound. 
With thread so while in tempting posies tF* 
Scattering like blooming midd their glancet 
With pamper'd look draw Uttl6 ciyes aside. 
And most be bought, tho* penury be|idd; 
The plum all asnre, and the out all brown. 
And here each season do those cakes abide 
Whose hoaoKd names the inventive city on 
Ilend'riogthro^Britain*sisIeSalopia*8prai»esk 

Admif'd Salopia! that with venial pride 
"" — *"- »-J»i»t' Airm in Sevem*s amWent ir 
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Love and all its joys be thine— 
Tet ire thou the mIus resign. 
Hear what Reason seems to saj. 
Hear attentive, and obey »— 



PQ, Crimson leaves the roae adorn, 

nuwnJ* But beneath them. lurks a thorn; 

Fair and fiow'iy is the brake. 
Yet it hides the vengeful snake. 

Think not she, whose empty pride 
i;^^. Dares the fleecy garb deride, 

gcun. Think not she who, light and vain, 

1^ I Scorns the sheep^ can love the swnin. 

Artless deed and simple dress 
Mark the chosen shepherdess » 
TTiougbts by decency controUM, 
WeU cQuceiy'd and finely told ; 
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^B-AI- BALLAD. 
JOUR PARTS. 
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«tI£U]t aBKHSTDNX. 
1 tod IMIi BV ttoek In Om mora^ 
And flie dunpa Df ttb ■t'^BC nptl 1 
Um! I uu lUiit uxl ftuWn : 
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Sucn neatui uu u»j !»«»•» 
My fountains all bordo'd with moss, - 
Where the hare4>ells and -violets grow* 

Not a pine in my grove is there seen 

But with tendrils of woodbine is bonnd ; 
Not a beech*s more beautiful green. 

But a sweetbriar entwines ft around : 
Not my fields, in the prime of the year, 

More charms than my cattle antold ; 
Not a brook that is limpid and clear, 

Bat it glitters with fishes of gold. 

One would think she might like to retire 

To the bow*r I have laboc'd to rear; 
Not a shrub that I heard her admire^ 

Bat I hestenM and planted it there. 
O how sadden the jasumine strove 

With the lilac to reader it gay I 
Already it calls for my love 

To prone the wild bnuulies ewey* 
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I have found oat a gift for my fair; 

I have found vhere the wood-pigeons breed ; 
But let me that plunder forbear, 

She will say 'twas a barbarous deed : 
For he ne'er could be true, she averr'dy 

Who could rob a poor bird of Its yoviiff ; 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 

Such tenderness fall from her tongue* 

I have beard her with sweetneM vnfcld 

How that pity was due to— a dove i 
That it ever attended the bold. 

And she call'd it the sister of Love. 
Bot her words such a pleasure convey. 

So much I her accents adore. 
Let her speak, and whatever she say, 

Methinks I should love her the more. 

Can a bosom so gentle remain, 

Unmov'd when her Coiydon sighs I 
Will a nymjih that is fond of the plain. 

These plaflis and this valley despise i 
Dear regions of silence and shade ! 

Soft seenes of contentment and ease ( 
Where I could have pleadngly stray'd. 

If aught in her absence could please. 

But where does my FhilUda stray I 

And where are her grots and her bow'rsf 
Are the groves and tha Vallies as gay. 

And the shepherds as gende aa ours ? 
The groves may perhaps be as fiur. 

And the face of the vallies as fine. 
The swains may in manners compare. 

But their love is not equal to mine. 

ni. 80Licmn>K. 

WHY will yon nj paasioa reprove! 
Why term it a folly to grieve ? 
Sre I shew yoa the channe of my Voivt, 
Mbe U hint than yott can bette^e* 
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V^th her mien »he enamours the brave, 
With her wit she engages the free. 

With her modesty pleases the grave ; 
She is ev'iy way pleasing to me. 

you that have been of her tnun. 
Come and join in my amorous lays ! 

1 could lay down my life for the swain 
That will sing but a song in her praise. 

When he sings, may the nymphs of the town 
Come trooping, and listen the while ; 

Kay, on him let not Fhillida frown 
—But I cannot allow her to smile* 

For when Paridel tries in the dance 

Any favor with Phillis to find, 
O how with one trivial glance 

Might she ruin the peace of my mind ! 
In ringlets he dresses his hair. 

And his crook is bestudded around ; 
And his pipe— O! my Phillis, beware • 

Of a magic there is' in the sound ) 

Tis his with mock passion to glow ; 

Tis his in smooth tales to unfold 
' How her face is as bright as the snow, 

' And her bosom, be sure, is as cold : 
' How t)ie nightingales labor the strain, 

' With the notes of ius charmer to vie ; 
' How they vaiy their accents in vain, 

' Repine at her tdumphs, and die.' 

To the grove or the garden he strays. 

And pillages eveiy sweet, 
Then suiting the wreath to his lays. 

He throws it at Fhlilia's feet. 
' O Phillis,' he whispers, * more fair, 

' More sweet than the jassamine's flow'r t 
' What are pinks in a mom to compare } 

*Wha,t is efflantlM after a show'r? 
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'Hiw the lily no loofar it white* 

' Then the rote is deprived of its Uooo^ 
' Then the violets die with despite, 

'And the woodUnes five up their perfiufte*' 
Thus glide the soft numbers along. 

And he fancies no sh^herd hb peer ; 
—Yet I never shoald envy die song. 

Were not Fhillis to lend it an ear. 

Let his crook be with hyacinths boond. 

So Fhillis the trophy despise; 
Let his forehead with laorels be crown'd« 

So they shine not in Fhillis^ eyes. 
The language that flows firom the heart 

Is a stranger to Paridel*s tongue ; 
— Tet may she beware of his art. 

Or sure I must envy the song. ^ 

IV. DISAPPOnVTMBVT. 
"^"E shefdierds, give ear to my lay, 

-■- And take no more heed of my sheep; 
They have nothing to do bat to stn^y; 

I have nothing to do but to weep. 
Tet do not my folly reprove ; 

She was fair— and my passion begun ; 
She smil'd— and I could not but love ; 

She is ftithless— and I am undone. 

Perhaps I was void of all thought; 

Perhaps it was plain to fbtesee. 
That a i^ympfa so complete woold be soogbt 

By a swain more engaging than me* 
Ah 1 love ev'ry hope can inspire. 

It banishes wisdom the white. 
And the lip of the nymph we adm.ire. 

Seems for ever adora'd with a smile. 

She is faithless, and I am undone: 

Ye that witness the woea I endure^ 
Let reason instruct you to shun 

What it cannot iostnict yoa to core. 



Amid DTDphi af an hifbet defna; 
Ha* lur uid hnr flclLle the; b*. 

IVhen I cHboot eadare to fbriet 

Yet time maj dLminiifa the paUi : 

The flov'r, ud the •hnih. ud the ttsa 
Whkh I reu'd fOr her pleuoie In vkin* 



High tmupoEti m ihflvii to the ticht 

Ai I «llh Dir PhUUa b(d known. 

711 wooda, apreul your bnnchB ipu^ 
To ^onr de^>eat receuei I fly ; 

1 vDQld hide with the bouta of the elHM, 
1 voald Tvilth fnrn erery ey«. 

Yet mj reed ibHll nsoond thro' the (nn« 
With the Hnu ud ceDplalDt it btt^ ; 
How itia ^oird, and I coold not but low I 

THE BKTtiAItK. ' 



wmUH SBBHSroKS. — 



i 



lall faw in 1i*elt« phDH unf'i, 
"Dit ^ti [nma IndLui gnwti laay ihlM ; 

Bat uk the lintlf paitUl niid, 
WbU It Ui notn CDBpu*!! 10 tun* t 

Than tnd hir trut you witlat btta. 
And all hiB fl muntiay nc«, vlUi Knn, 

Wlio linl* her pnlH, And fine* foilont. 
JEUXT DAWSOK. 

WViBn ataM l*i Thh tf tit Enauiim. 

COM£ liiten ta ay msaniiul uia, 
Tn tnnddr bHTli *wl loien deul 
Hot will yoB uora to tH>e m dfh. 

And Oisa, dew Klttj, pnuleu m^d, 

Toudc Dnwwn * ■> « fftJlmnt boy, 
A briibco' noTDr trod tbfl pUln, 

Aad veil bo lov'd ona chinnbii mild. 
And dearlj iru he lar'd Mfmln. 

OfioUleMood Ifaa duBHl euna; ' 



I 



M CUM nn puCrH hlMul itrif^ 
nu l«l iba moi'd TOBtfa utnji 
Tm *v Ua nM cUMippau'di 



S»« ^* 4 ^.«»' ^« **V» "*^*. 
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.d severed vw |tet iMMteoot neck, 
ilound which iHr mtm had fondly ctoifd t 
ind mangled -wjm tiut beauteous breast, 
On which her lovesick head repos'd. 



And ravish'd wat that constant heart 
She did to' ev^iy heart prefer ; 

For tho' it conid its king fortet, 
Twas true and loyal stUl to h«r. 

Amid those unrdentiDf iames . 

She bore this constant heart to see; 
But when 'twas Bionlder*d into dvst» 

' Yet, yet, (she cry*dj I follow 



' My death, my death alone, can shew 
* The pure, the lasting love I bore : 
{ ' Accept, O Heaven ! of woes like ours, 

' And let us, let us weep no more !' 

The dismal scene was o'er and past. 
The lover's moornfixl hearse retir*d ; 

The Aaid drew back her languid head. 
And, sighing forth his name, expired. 

Tho' justice ever must prevail. 
The tear my Kitty sheds b due ; 

For seldom shall we hear a tale 
So sad, 'so tender, yet so true. 



SONG. 
FLA VI A. 



n^l^ 



;i T Told my nymph, I told her true, 

•■> My fields were small, my flocks were few; 
While folt'ring accents spoke my foar, 
That Flavia might not prove sincere. 

Of crops destroyed by vernal oa\d. 
And vagrant sheep that left tn7 ^^* 
Of these ahe heard, yet bora to Vm»x • 
And is wt Flayi^ th«a uncoce^ 



WILLIAM SHENSTOyE. 



( m ) 

OJLBEBT COi 
SOliG. 

t 

A WAT ! let nou£ht to love < 
-^^ My Winifreday'inove thy 
Let Donght delay Uie heavenlj 
Kor squeamish pride, nor glo 

"What tho* no grants of royal d 
With pompous titles grace 01 

We'll shine in more substantia] 
And to be noble, we'll be go< 

What tho* from fortune's lavist 
No mighty treasures we posi 

We'll find within our pittance 
And be content without exc< 

Still shall each kind returning 
Sufficient for our wishes irive 

For we will live a life of reas< 
And that's the only life to li 

Our name, wl)ile virtue thus -« 
Shall sweetly sound where'er 

And all the great ones much a 
How th^ admire such little 

Thro' youth and age, in love < 
We'll hand in hand together 

Sweet smiling peace shall ctov 
And babes, sweet smiling ba 

liow should I love the pretty 
Whilst round ray knees they 

To see them look their mothei 
To hear 'em lisp their mothf 

And when with envy Ume tra 

Shall think to rob us of our 

Toull in your girls again be c 

And 111 f wooiDf in my ^ 




( 90B ) 

LORD LTTTELTON. 

'ADVICE TO A LADY. 1T31. 

E counsels of a friend, Belinda, hear. 
Too roughly kind to please a Iady*s ear, 
ike the flatteries of a lover's pen, 
h truths as women seldom learn from men. 
r think I praise you ill, when thus I show 

lat female yanity mifht fear to know : 

me merit^s mine, to dare to be sincere; 

ut greater your's, sincerity to bear. 

Hard is the fortune that your sex attends; 
^omen, like princes, find few real friends : 
/V.U who approach them their own ends pursue; 
Lovers and ministers are seldom true. 
Hence oft from Reason heedless Beauty strays. 
And the most trusted guide the most betrays x 
Hence, by fond dreams of fuicied power amus'd« 
When most you tyrauniae, you're most abus'd* 

What is your sex's earliest, latest care. 
Tour heart's supreme ambition ?— To be fair. 
For this, the toilet eveiy thought employs. 
Hence all the toils of dress, and all the joys : 
For thb, hands, lips, and ejes, are put to schooly 
And each instructed feature has its rule : 
And yet how few hsve learnt, whrai this is given* 
Not to disgrace tike partial boon of HeaVn ! 
How-few witfi all their pride of fbrm can move t 
How few are lovely, that are made fbr love ! 
Do you, m^ fair, endeavour to poss e ss 
An elegance of mind as well as dress ; 
Be that your ornament, and know to i4ease 
By graceful Naturals unaffected ease. 

Kor make to dangerous wit a v^n pretence, 
But wisely rest content with modest sense ; 
For wit, like wine, inUndcates the brain^ 
Too sti>'^-«>r Jn feeble womta to sostain: 
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j09e who ebdm U more thaa half have aone ; 
i half of tboa^ who have it are «ndoiie« 

ie still superior to your sex's arts, 

or think dishonesty a proof of parts: 
/or yon, the plainest is the wisest rule : 
A etm mt ig wommm is a kmavishjool. 

Be good yourself, nor think another's shame 
Can raise yoor merit, or adorn yoor £une. 
Fmdes rail at whores, as statesmen in disgrace 
At ministers, becaose they wish their place : 
Virtue-is anUable, mild, serene ; 
Without, all beauty : and all peace within : 
The honour of a prude is rage and storm, 
lis ugliness in its most frightful form, 
fiercely it stands, de^ring gods and men. 
As fieiy monsters guard a giant*s den. 

Seek to be good, but aim not to be great: 
A woman's noblest station is retreat ; 
Her fairest virtues fly from public sight, 
Domestic worth, that shuns too strong a light« 

To rougher man Ambition's task resign, 
Tis ours in senates or in courts to shine. 
To labour for a sunk corrupted state. 
Or dare the rage of Envy, and be great. 
One only care 3rour genUe breasts should move, 
ThoT important buslncMs of your life is love ; 
To this great point direct jw^u natant afan. 
This makes your happiness, anlNhis your fome. 

Be never cool reserve with paadtta joip*d ; 
With caution chnsfl ! but then be fond^ kiiid» 
The selfish hear^ that but bj halves is given. 
Shall find no place in Love's delightftil heaven; 
Here sweet extremes alone can truly Uess : 
The virtue of a lover is excess. 

A maid nnad^d maj own a wcltplac^d flame; 
19ot loving jfrM, but loving wrmig, is shame. 

Contemn the little pride of givinf,f»aln, 
Kor think that conquest justifies disdain< 
Shortis the perioA of iiis«ltia«T|iini«c\.. «. ^ 

Ofioded Capid fiada UU ^CBceCnl\Mf«\ W 
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ufm nii^t alone hb heart aUore ; 

jid Uie yvttnm meetiiig maat seeara. 

e'en your Andenee irear the pleaiint dicn 
' care for Jffim, and aazioiiB tenderness, 
om kind concern akont hi* weal or woe, 
it each domestic dnty seem to iow. 
le household sceptre if be bids yon bear, 
ake it your pride his servant to appear : 
idearinc thus the common acts of life; 
ke mistress still shall charm him in the wife ; 
ad wrinkled age ^lall nnobeert'd come on, 
sfbre his eye perceives one beauty gime : 
en o^er your oold, yonr ever sacred urn, 
is' constant flame shall onextingaish'd bnrn* 
Thus I, Belinda, would yoor diarms fai^rove, 
ftd form yonr heart to all the arts of love, 
se taric were harder, to secure my own 
Kainst the power of those already known t 
>r well you twist the secret chains that bind 
1th gentle feree the captivated mind, 
dll*d every soft attnMtlon to «np1oy, 
sch flattering hope, end each allaring Jogrs 
own yonr genius, and from yoo leeehre 
le raka of planripg, which to you I give. 



MONODY 



Ipse cava sotaM 

Te drieis oMtfo, Is selo In Unsn 

Ta leniiiia iisk te deeedsete 



H 



T length escaped firaas eveiy tanman ey^- 

From every dnty, evacy eve^ 
hat in my moomfU tfaenghis ndght etalaia lluure, 

H force my tears tiieir flowteg atr ea m to dly; 

leneath the gloom of thia enbnwetriB 



Reason's P^^ ^^ ^.ese ^ 

1 A tSxe dry*"" ,oice j , , ^^ sUxg* 

''^* , look «*** V««^.^\ 



„^. u( net espy, 
j0ttC the tad Mcred earth where her dear re. 

O shades of Hacley ! where is now yoor b( 

Tour bright inhabitant is lost. 
Tou she preferr'd to all the gay resorts 
Where female vanity might wish to shine, 
The pomp of cities and the pride of courts. 
Her modest beauties shunned the public eye 

To your sequestered dales 

And fiower-embroider'd vales 
From an admiring world she chose to fly : 
With Nature there retired, and Kature*s OoJ, 

The silent paths of wisdom trod. 
And banished every passion from her breast 

But those, the gentlest and the bes^ 
Whose holy flames with energy divine 
The virtuous heart enliven and improve. 
The conjugal and the maternal love. 

Sweet babes, who, like the little playful <»*^ 
Were wont to trip alonr t»»^' 
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Not only good and kind, 
But stronc and elevated was her ndad ; 

A tpfrit that -with noble pride 

Coold look superior down 

On Fortune's smile or fimwn ; 
That could without ^ret or pain 
To Virtue's lowest duty sacrifice 
Or Interest or Ambition's highest priie; 
That, iiUur'd or offended, never tried 
Its dignity by vengeance to maintain. 

But by magnanimous disdain. 

A wit that, temperately bright. 
With inofiionsive light 

All pleasing shone ; nor ever past 
The decent bounds that Wisdom's sober handj 
And sweet Benevolence's mild command. 
And bashful Modesty, before it cast. 
A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv'd. 
That nor too little nor too much believ'd. 
That scom'd unjust Suspicion*s coward fear. 
And without weakness knew to be sincere. 
Such iMcy was, when, in her fairest days, 
- Amidst the* acclaim of universal praise. 

In lifiB's and gloiy's fireshest bloom. 
Death came remorseless on, and sunk her to the tomb* 

80, where the silent streams of liris glide. 
In the soft bosom of Campania's vale. 
When now the wintny tempests all are fled. 
And genial Summer breathes her gentle gale^ 
The verdant orange lifts its beauteous head : 
From every branch the balmy flowereta rise. 
On every bou|^ the golden fruits are seen ; 
With odours swe^ it fiUs the sailing skies. 
The wood>nympfas tend it, and the' Idalian qaMOt 
Bol^ in the midst of all its blooming pride, 
A sudden blast ftxnn Apenmuos tlonv 
Cold with perpetual tOows*. 
The tender bljgrhtod plant ^lu\idu «ft ^ ^Me^ 
•nddtoi. 



id MUiw brinf the »ilver lyre, 

by the afcUAd iMii^ 

oft notes of elegant desire, . 

rtaieh o'er many a land 

esd the feme of thy disastrous love ; 

. naiga the vocal shell* 

Bflch my sorrows to relate 

naluidkiolj tale so well, 

ry ^en things inanimate, 

mntain oaks and desert rocks, topity move. 

rera, alas ! thy woes compared to mine ? 

, thy mistress in the blissful band 

nnen never gave her hand ; 

t of wedded love were never Uune. 

f domestic care 

ever bore a share, 

rith endearing art 

d heal thy wounded heart 

ry secret grief that festei'd there : 

d her fond affection on the bed 

.^. ..frh thftA. and thy languid head 






"" : none "".Ml""" 



"pertotBv"*' 
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Jny fond Iqve his grace to her controul, 
. these low abodes of sin and pain 
pure exalted soul 
^tljr for thy partial good detain ? 
-rather strive thy Kroveling mind to raise 
/p to that unclouded blase, 
lat heavenly radiance of eternal lights 
n which enthroa'd the now with pity warn 
flow frail, how insecure, how slight. 

Is eveiy nortnl Uiss ; 
£*en Love itself, if rising by d egr ee s 
B^rond the bounds of this imperfiMit slate. 

Whose fleeting joys so soon must end. 
It does not to its sovereign good a sce n d. 

Rise then, my sqjil, with hope elate. 
And seek those regions of serene delight 
Whose peaceful path and ever-open gate 
Vo feet bat those of harden*d Ouilt shall miss. . 
There Death himself thy Lacy shall restore, 
There y idd op «U his power Be*er to divide jou more* 






*" '"die d"**^ t,{ •0''°^ i. of "•• 
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dful cause! oh, fiatal mom, 
.-sM to afes yet onbom I 
SODS against their fathers stood* 
. parent shed his children's blood. 
it, when the rage of battle ceas'd, 
ne victor's soul was not appeas'd; 
rhe naked and fiorlom must feel 
Devouring flames, and murderinf steel I 

The pious mother, doom'd to death. 
Forsaken wanders o'er the heath. 
The bleak wind whistles round her head, 
Her helpless orphans cry for bread ; 
Bereft of shelter, food, and friend. 
She views the shades of night descend. 
And stretch'd beneath the inclement skies. 
Weeps o'er her tender babes and dies. 

While the warm blood bedews my veins, 
And unimpair'd remembrance reigns, 
Resentment of my country's fate. 
Within my filial breast shall beat; 
And, spite of her insulting foe. 
My sympathising yerse shall flow : 
' Mourn, hapless Caledonia, mourn 
Thy baaiah'd peace, thy laurels torn. 



T.HE curfew toUs ^^ .^^fjj^:f t^U 
TV lowing hexd -^f^ sWy^^ ,,,ry way. 
The ploughmaa h««"^wara P ^^^ ^ „^. 

And leaves ^^^ 7^^;^,^^^^^^^^ on the sight, 

^ow fades the gl^mm nng l^n ^^^^^^ 

And all the air a *<>;«™^, 'Xhis droning fllglit, 
t.e where the be^e ^f J^*/,.,,^t folds. 
And drowsy ^"^^^^U-tled iowV . 
save that from f.'^^^^'^^e moon compl«n 
The moping owl do^ ^ ^^^ ^^^^ j,^^ r, 

Of such as, ^»°4 ""^litary reign. 

Molest her aacient so>iW7 ^^.^ shade. 

Beneath those ruwedelm^^^ Jn^oultfring be^? 
Where heaves ^^J"*; ^^ ever laid, 
Bach in his ^^'^J'^^ ^^ hamlet sleep. 
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Tha bOMt of heraldry, the pomp of pov'r. 
And all that beao^, all that wealth e'er gMTib 
Await alike th' inevitable hour: 
The paths of f lory lead but to the grave. 

VoT you, ye Proad ! impute to these the &alt» 
If Mem'iy o'er thdr tomb no trophies rain^ 
"Where, thro' the long-drawn aisle and fretted vanltt 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praiM. 

Can storied nm or animated bust 
Back to its nuumon call the fleeting breath ? 
Can Honor's voice provoke the silent dust. 
Or Flatt'ry soothe the dull cold ear of death f 

Perhaps in tiiis neglected spot b laid 
Some heart once pregnaiA with celestial Are; 
Hands that the rod of empire might have sway'd. 
Or wak'd to ecsta^ the living lyre. 

But Knowledge to their eyes her ample page, 
Rich with the spoils of Time, did ne'er unroU ; 
Chill Penury repressed their noUe rage^ 
And froae the genial current of the soul. 

Full many a gem of purest ray serene 
The dark unfisthom'd caves of ocean bear; 
Full many a flower is bom to Uosh nnieen, 
And waste its sweetness on tlie d es ert air. 

Some village Hampden, that with danntlesa breeet 
The little tyrant of his fields witiistood. 
Some mute inglorious Milton here mey rest. 
Some Cromwell, guiltless of his country's bloo4. 

Th' applause of lisCning senates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to dnpise. 
To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land. 
And read their falst'ry in a nation's eyes, 

Th^ lot forbad; nor cireumscrlb'd alone 
Th^ growing virtues, but their crimes confln'd; 
Fbrbad to wade thro* slmughter to « x!kvt«M, 
Aad that the gttw of mercy on mnkVVBk4\ 



iU THOMAS ORAT. 

The stiticclinc pangs of conscioas Truth to hida^ 
To quench the Uashes of ingenuous ShamOt 
Or heap the shrine of Luxury and Pride . 
With incense kindled at the Muse*s flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's ignoble striliB, 
Their sober \rishes never leam'd tp stray ; 
Along the cool sequesterM yale of life 
They kept the nobeless tenor of their way. 

Yet e'en these bones from insult to protect. 
Some frail memorial still erected nigh, 
With uncouth riiymes and shapeless sculpture deck*d. 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. " 

Their name, their years, spelt by th' unlettered Mase, 
The place of fame and elegy supply. 
And many a holy text around she strews. 
That teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For who to dumb Forgetfulness a prey 
This pleasing anxious being e'er resign'd. 
Left the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
Nor cast one longing Ung'ring look behind i 

On some fond breast the parting soul relies. 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires ; - 
E'en from the tomb the vnce ot nature cries. 
E'en in our ashes live their wonted fires. 

For thee, who mindful of th' unhonor'd dead. 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate. 
If chance, by lonely Contemplation led. 
Some kindred spirit shall enquire thy fate. 

Haply some hoary-headed swain mtij say, 
" Oft have we seen him, at the peep of dawn, 
Brushing with hasty tteps the dews away, 
To meet the sun upon the upUad lawn. 

There at the foot of yonder nodding beecfap 
That wreaths ito old fimtastic root so high. 
His UsUeu length at noon4ide would he atratcfa, 
Aad pore upon the brook tihat MMm \rr% 






He iHVe to mii'TT jit be lud, k tumr ^ 

HifniD'd Ircini R«i'u rcwu lU he iridi-dj 1 HmuL 

Ko funhtr mk hii mBiU ID dUdaia, 

Or dnv hli [r^llit* from U]^ dtnid iboda. 



er Buyi hoir ibadai 
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Ah happy hills! ah pleasing shade! 

Ah fields b^or'd in vain ! 
Where once mj carelcns duldhood stn^'d^ 

A stranger yet to pain ! 
I feel the galas that from ye blow 
A momentary bliss bestow. 

As waving fresh their gladsome wing 
My weaiy soul they seem to soothe. 
And, redolent of joy and youth. 

To breathe a second spring. 

Say, lather Thames I for thou hast seen 

Fall nutny a sprightly race, 
Disporting on thy margent green. 

The paths of pleasure trace, 
MTho foremost now delight to cleare 
With pliant arm thy glassy wave ? 

The captive linnet which enthral ? 
What idle progeny succeed 
To chase the rolling circle's speed, 

Or urge the flying ball ? 

While some, on earnest business ben^ 

Their murm'ring labors ply 
'Gainst graver hours, that bring constraint^ 

To sweeten liberty ; ' 
Some bold adventurers disdain 
The limits of their little reign,. 

And unknown regions dare descry: 
Still as they run they look behind, 
They hear a voice in ev'iy wind. 

And snatch a fearful jcj. ~ 

Gay hope Ss theirs, by fimcy fbdj 

Less pleasing when possest I 
The tear forgot as sdon as shed. 

The sunshine of the breast ; 
Theirs buxom health of nay hue. 
Wild wit, invenUon ever new. 

And lively cheer of vigor bom ; 
The thoughtless day, the easy nigfa^ 
The spEriCs pure, the •lumbers U^t, 
That Hjr tfa* aftproich <tf vats. 



SHOMASORi 
/ yon wood, now smilua 
mg his wajrward fiuiciet, 
droopinf, woefbl wan! lil 
raz**! with care, or cross'd 
i mom I miss'd him on the 
one the heath, and near his 
jiother cane ; nor yet beside 
Nor up the lawn, nor at tile w 

The next, with dirges due, in a 
Slow thro* the churchway-path 
Approach, and read (for thou < 
Orav'd ffn the stone beneath yi 

THE EPITAI 

HERE rests his head upon tl 
A youth to Fortune and t 
Fair Science firown'd not on hi 
And Melancholy mark'd him f 

Large was his bounty, and bis 
Heav'n did a recompense as la 
He gave to mis'iy all he had, : 
He gain'd firom Heav'n ftwas all 

Ko further seek his merits to < 
Or draw his frailties from theii 
There they <dike in tremUing I 
The bosom of his Father and 1 

ODE. 

"^ AiUum Vro$pmtfM 

YE distant Spires ! ye antiqn 
That crown the watfiy gi 
"Where grat^ Sdeoce still ad 



tm THOMAS GRAY. 

To each his suff'rings; all are men 

Gondemn'd alike to grow, 
The tender for another's pain, 

Th' unfeeling for his own. 
Yet ah ! why should tliey know their fiite» 
Since Sorrow never comes too late. 

And Happiness too swiftly flies f 
Thought would destroy th^ paradise. 
Ko more ; where ignorance is blisa 

Tis folly to be wise. 



ODE. 
3v Juto9fnt§m 

'TVAUOHTER of Jove, relentless pow'r, 
-^ Thou tamer of the human breast. 
Whose iron scourge and torturing hour 

The bad affright, afflict the best! 
Bound in thy adamantine chain. 
The proud are taught to taste of pun I 
And purple tyrants vainly groan 
With pangs unfelt befbre, anpity*d and alone* 

When first thy sire to send on earth 

Virtue, his -darling diild, designed. 
To thee he gave tlM besv*nly birtfa. 

And bade to farm her iafSuat mind : 
Stem rugged niine I thy rigid lore 
With patience many a year she bora; 
What sorrow was thou bad'st her kmxw. 
And, from her own, she learnt to melt atoUiera' woe 

Scar'd at thy frown terrific, flty 

Self-pleasing Folly's idle brood, 
With Lao^bter, Noise, and thooghfless Joj, 
Aad leave as leinire to be g^d. 
Ugbt they disperse ; and "with ttaoia le 
The aummer ftiead, the Aett'imc ^^t 
^J'jalQ Prosperity received. ,^ 

To her they vow their tradma& t»iiift»^« 
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,Aiom, in tioiirfe ffarb array'd, 
xnimers'd in rapi'rous thought profim 
Lad McUneholy, silent niaid, 
"With leaden eye, that loves the frou 
Still on thy aolemn steps attend ; 
Warm Charity, the gen'fml friend, 
"With Jastice, to herself severe. 
And Pity, dropping soft the sadly-plea 

Oh ! gently on thy suppliant's head. 

Dread Goddess I lay thy chast'ninf h 
Hot in thy Gorgon terrors dad, 

Hor circled \rith thy vengeful band : 
(As by the impious thou art seen) 
"With thund'ring voice and threatening 
With screaming Horror's funeral cry, 
Despair, and fell Disease, and ghastly 

Thy form benign, O Goddess I wear. 
Thy milder influence impart. 

Thy philosophic train be there. 
To soften, not to wound my heart : 

The gen'rous spark extinct revive ; 

Teach me to love and to forgive ; 

Exact my own defects to scan. 

What others are to feel, and know myi 



ODE. 
Tie Bard, Pindaric 

I. 1. 
* "p UIK seiao thee, nithlesa King I 

-^ Confusion on tliy banaeiB wait ; 
Tho* fisnn'd by eonqaeat't erimaoa wlni 
They mock the air with idle itate. 
Helm nor havberk^ twiitad mtU, 
Nor e'en thy virtom, tgnrMit\ AiiSk m 
To Mve thy accrat *om\ from vli^Ug 
Jhwa CMBbfia'i cone, fh» Cm W 
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No more I weep. They do hot sleep ; 

On yonder clifis, a grisly band, 

I see them sit ; they linger yet, 

Avengers of their native land ; 

With me in dreadful harmony they join. 

And weave with bloody hands the tissue of thy line.* 

n. 1. 
" Weave the warp and weave the wooft 
The winding«sheei of Edward's race; 
Give ample room, and verge enough ■ 
The characters of hell to trace. 
Mark the year/ and mark the night 
When Severn shall re>echo with'affirigfat 
The shrieks of death tiiro' Berkley's rooft that ring. 
Shrieks of an agonising king I 
She-wolf of France, with unrrienting ftngs 
That teaPst the bowels of thy mangled mate. 
From thee be born who o*er thy countiy hangs ' 
The scourge of heaven. What terrors round him 

wait! 
Amaaement in his van, with flight combio'd. 
And Sorrow's foded form, and Solitude behind. 

II. C. 
Mighty victor, mighty lord. 
Low on his fun'ral conch he lies I 
No pitying heart, no «ye, afford 
A tear to grace his obsequies ! - 
Is the sable warrior fled f 
lliy son is gone; he rests among the dead. 
The swarm that in thy noontide beam were bom^ 
Gone to salute the rising mom : 
Fair langlis the mom, and soft the lephyr blo'ws. 
While proud^ riding o*er the asnre realm. 
In gallant trim the gilded vessel goes. 
Youth on the prow and pleasure at the helm, 
Begardleia of the sweeping whiriwiad's sw^y^ 
TliatbQfh'd io grim rqpoeie eipects hia ^^idiait'etvf ^ 



111. 3. 
„.— - adorn »«»»** , -.^^^ 



iUog ttrainft their queeu • >r . 

r ftlie tarns the Graces hoauige pay : 

ms sublime, that float apon the air, 

nff state she wiugs her easy way ; 

T warm cheek and rising bosom move 

lom of younff desire and purple light of lore. 

n. 1. 
IMtle race what ills await I 
and Penary, the racks of Pain, 
se, and Sorrow's weeping train, 
Death, sad refuge from the storms of Fate ! 
bnd complaint, my Song ! disprove, 
justify the laws of Jove. 
has he given in vain the heavenly Muse ? 
it, and all her sickly dews, 
spectres wan, and birds of boding cry, 
tives to range the dreary sky, 
down the eastern difis afar 
erion's march tbej spy, and gUt^ring shafts of 
war. 
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SHW, bnt blasted with excess 
.os*d his eyes in endless night* 
iehold where Dryden's less pres 
Wide o'er the fields of glory bea: 
Two coursers of etherial race, 
"With necks in thunder cloth*d am 
pace. 

in. 3. 

Hark ! his hands the lyre explore 
Bright-ey'd Fancy, hov'ring o'er. 
Scatters from her pictured am 
Thoughts that breathe and wordt 
But ah! 'tis heard no more— 
Oh ! lyre divine ! what daring spi 
Wakes thee now ; tho* he inherit 
Nor the pride nor ample pinion 
That the Theban eagle bear. 
Sailing with supreme dominion 
Thro* the azure deep of air. 
Yet oft before his infimt eyes wi 
Such forms as glitter in the Ma» 
With orient hoes, unborrow'd of 
Yet shall he mbunt and keep hia 
Beyond the limits of a vulgar fa 
Beneath the good how fiur-^nt ft 



ODE. 
On thg 



O I where the roiy-boeom'd h 
i Fair Venus* trftin, appear, 
Disclote the long expectLoif flow> 

And wake the purple yew. 

The attic warWer pouts he r ttw 

Kesponrivtt to the eodM<rt ■«»*» 

The untao^t hannoBy of iBgi 

While, wliiap*riiw ptoMvra » ^ 

€!ool aepbyn thro^ the deir M 
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rpHOUGH grief and fondness in my breast rebel, 
-■- When iAjur'd Thales bids the town farewell, 
Tet still my calmer thoughts his choice commeid, 
I praise the hermit, but regret the friotd. 
Who now resolves, from vice and London fiur. 
To breathe in distant fields a porer air. 
And, fix'd on Cambria's solitary shore. 
Give to St. David one true Briton more. 

For who would leave, unbrib'd, Hibernians land* 
Or change the rocks of Scotland for the Stmnd i 
There none are swept by sudden ftita away. 
But all whom banger spares, with age decay: 
Here malice, rapine, acc i dent, conspirs^ 
And now a rabble rages, now a fire ; 
Their ambush here relentless mfllans lay. 
And here the fell attMney prowls for prey ; 
Here fidling houses thunder on your head. 
And here a female atheist talks you dead. 

While Thales waits the wbcny that contaioa 
Of dissipated wealth the small rimainii 
On Thames's banki^ in silent thought we stood, ' 
Where Greenwich smiles upon the ^vec flo«4L\ 

Vol. II. H 
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Struck with the seat that gave Eliza* birth. 
We kneel, and kiss the consecrated earth ; 
In pleasing dreams the blissful age renew. 
And call Britannia's glories back to view ; 
Behold her cross triumphant on the main. 
The guard of commerce, and the dread of Spain, 
Ere masquerades debauch'd, excise oppress'd. 
Or English honour grew a standing jest.^ 

A transient calm the happy scenes bestow. 
And for a moment lull the sense of woe. 
At lengtli awaking, with contemptuous frown. 
Indignant Thales eyes the neighbouring town. 
' Since worth,' he cries, ' in these degenerate days. 
Wants ev'n the cheap reward of empty praise ; 
In those cursM walls, devote to vice and gain. 
Since unrewarded science toils in vain ; 
Since hope but soothes to double my distress, 
And every moment leaves my little less ; 
While yet my steady steps no staff sustains. 
And life still vigorous revels in my veins ; 
Grant me, kind Ileav'n, to find some happier place. 
Where honesty and sense are no disgrace ; 
Some pleasing bank where verdant osiers play. 
Some peaceful vale with Nature's painting gay ; 
Where once the harassed Briton found repose. 
And safe in poverty defied his foes; 
Some secret cell, jre powers, indulgent give, 

Let live here, for has leamM to live. 

Here let those reign, whom pensions can incite 
To vole a patriot black, a courtier white ; 
Explain their country's dear4NHigfat rights ewaj. 
And plead for pirates in the hee of day ; 
With slavish tenets taint our polson*d youth. 
And lend a lie the ctmfidence of tnidi. 

' Let such raise palaces, and maaon buj. 
Collect B tax, or farm alotteiy ; 
With warbling eanuchi fill a Itom'd iteiCb, 
And lull to servitnde a thoaft^t^vn •!«• 

• Omen EUzabetti, bom at Oimm^^ 
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* H«roes, proceed ! what bounds your pride shall 
hold? 
What check restrain your thirst of pow'r and gold ? 
Behold rebellious virtue quite o'erthrown. 
Behold our fame, our wealth, our lives your own. 
To such, a groaning nation's spoils are ffiv*n, 
"When public crimes inflame the wrath of Heav*n : 
£ut what, my friend, what hope remains for me. 
Who start at theft, and blush at perjury i 
Who scarce forbear, though Britain's court he sing. 
To pluck a titled poet's borrow'd wing ; 
A statesman's logic uncouvinc'd can hear. 
And dare to slumber o'er the Gazetteer ; 
Despise a fool in half his pension dress'd. 
And strive in vain to laugh at H y» jest. 

' Others with softer smiles, and subtler art. 
Can sap the principles, or taint the heart; 
With more address a lover's cote couvey. 
Or bribe a virgin's innocence away. 
Well may they rise, while J, whose rustic tongue 
l^e'er knew to puazle right, or varnish wrong, 
Spum'd as a beggar, dreaded as a spy, 
live unregarded, unlamented die. 

' For what but social guilt the friend endears ? 
Who shares Orgilio's crimes, his fortune shares. 
But thou, should tempting villany present 
All Marlborough hoarded, or all Villiers spent. 
Turn from the glittering bribe thy scornful eye, 
l^Tor sell for gold, what gold could never buy. 
The peaceful slumber, self-approving day. 
Unsullied fame, and conscience ever gay. 

' The cheated nation's happy favourites, see ! 
Mark whom the great caress, who frown on me! 
London ! the needy villain's general home, 
The common sewer of Paris, and of Rome ; 
With eager thirst, by folly or by fitte. 
Socks in the dregs of each corrupted state. 
Forgive my transports on a theme like this, 
I cannot bear a French metropolis. 
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4 May wild absurdity comply, 
1 idew each olgect with another's ey^ ; 
shake with laughter ere the jest they hear* 
pour at will the counterfeited tear, 
1 as their patron bints the cold or beat, 
shake in dog*days, in December sweat. 
w, when competitors like these ooncend, 
I surly virtue hope to fix a friend i 
res that with serious impudence befuile* 
I lie without a blush, witliout a smile ; 
it each trifle, every vice adore, 
ir taste in snuff, your judgment in a whore ; 
I Balbo's eloquence ^plaud, and swear 
gropes his breeches with a monarch's air. 
For arts like these laeferr'd, admir'd, caressTd, 
}y first invade your taUe, then your breast ; 
;>lore your secrets with insidious art, 
itch the weak hour, and ransack all the heart ; 
m soon your ilt>plac'd confidence repay, 
mmence your IcM'ds, and govern or betrey. 
By numbers here from shame or censure free, 
crimes are safe, but hated poverty : 
is, only this, the rigid law pursues, 
is, only this, provokes the snarling muse, 
e sober trader at a tatter'd cloak, 
ikes from liis dream, and labours for a joke ; 
th brisker air the silken courtiers gaae, 
d turn the varied taunt a thousand ways, 
all the griefs that harass the distress'd, 
ie the most bitter is a scornful jest ; 
te never wounds more deep the generous haarU 
sn when a Uockhead'k insult points tha dait. 
Has Heaven reserv'd. In pity to the poor» 
I patfalesa waste, or uadianwreg'd Ononf 
I secret Islaid in the boaadlaas nnlaf 
I paaoefol desert yet miidalm*4 %f tvriaiA 
fck let OS ri$e, the havpj wttSa 
i beMT oppiwiea's inwJuMMft no 
aounAiJ truth la evwy i rti ft w 
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But here more slow, where all are slaves to gold* 
Where looks are merchandise, and smiles are sold ; 
Where won by bribes, by flatteries implor*d. 
The groom retails the favours of his lord. 

' But hark ! the' affrighted crowd's tumultuous cries 
HoU through the streets, and thunder to the skies : 
Rais'd from some pleasing dream of wealth andpow'fi 
Some pompous palace, or some blissful bow'r» 
Aghast you start, and scarce with aching sight 
Sustain the' approaching fire's tremendous light ; 
Swift from pursuing horrors take your way. 
And leave your little all to flames a prey ; 
Then through the world a wretched vagrant roaoit 
For where can starving merit find a home? 
In vun your mournful narrative disclose. 
While all neglect, and most insult your woes. 

' Should Heaven's just bolts OrgUio's wealth eoa- 
found, 
And spread his flaming palace on the ground. 
Swift o'er the land the dismal rumour flies. 
And public mournings pacify the skies ; 
The laureate tribe in servile verse relate. 
How virtue wars with persecuting fate; 
With well-feign'd gratitude the pension'd band 
Refund the plunder of the beggar'd land. 
See ! while he builds, the gaudy vassals come. 
And crowd with sudden wealth the rising dome i 
The price of boroughs and of souls restore, 
And raise hb treasures higher than before : 
Now bless'd with all the baubles of the great. 
The polish'd marble, and the shining plate, 
Orgilio sees the golden pile aspire. 
And hopes from angiy Heav'n another fire. 

' Couldst thou resign the park and play contonty 
For the fair banks of Severn or of Trent ; 
There might'st thou find some elegant 'retreat^ 
Some hireUng senator's deserted seat ; 
Aad stretch thy prospects o'er the smiling land. 
For Iea» tluui rent the dimimw of Uw tttnad ; 




SAMUEL JOHNSON. i 

re prune thy walks, rapport thy drooping ^w^ 
.-ect thy rivulets, and twine thy bow'rs ; 
ad, while thy beds a cheap repast a£fbrd, 
Jespise the dainties of a venal lord : 
rhere eveiy bush with nature's music rings. 
There every breeze bears health upon its wings ; 
On all thy hours security shall smile. 
And bless thine evening walk and morning toil. 
' Prepare for death, if here at night yoo roam. 
And sign your will before you sup from home. 

' Some fiery fop, with new commission vain, 
'Who sleeps on brambles till he kills his man ; 
Some frolic drunkard, reeling from a foast. 
Provokes a broil, and stabs you for a Jest. 

' Yet e'en these heroes, mischievously gay. 
Lords of the street, and terrors of the way ; 
Flushed as they are with folly, youth, and wine. 
Their prudent insults to the poor confine ; 
Afar they mark the flambeau's bright approach, 
Ind shun the shining train, and golden coach. 
' In vain these dangers past, your doors you close, 
Vnd hope the balmy blessings of repose : 
ruel with guilt, and daring with despair, 
16 midnight murderer bursts the faithless bar ; 
vades the sacred hour of silent rest, 
d plants, unseen, a dagger in your breast* 
Scarce can our fields, such crowds at Tjrbum die, 
'.h hemp the gallows and the fleet supply, 
pose your schemes, ye senatorian band, 
)se ways And meaoa support the sinking land; 
ropes be wanting in the tempting springy 
g another convoy for the k— g. 
single jail, in Alfred's golden reign, 
I half the nation's oriminala *■*»«»««»« ; 
'osfelce then, without oonstraint adored, 
ikgh thfl Umdy acale, ^t ilMaAa2d ^amt «««r4.\ 
w irere psid, no tpedA S^rtwa "^i*"^^ » 
'Bl but ah ! how difftraat ftoA «ns ^^^^^ 
eoaJd I addr-but we tYiftbo*^ 



StiU foe to vice, torsa ^^^^ y,,. rage. 

^" . \. «'. cause once more pftge/ 

In virtues caus ^^inate thy P»» 

Thy satire po^^t. ^ ^^ ^ _ 

^^^^ r^iuT^uA^^-'^^-^- 
Remark ^f* f^«,y .cenes o^ /^^^^.^a l»t«. 
?L«"_^^vering tna». betray doy ^ ^^^ 
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.th heap'd on wealth, nor truth noi 

dangers gather as the treasures ri 

/et history tell where rival kings cc 

jd dubious Ijtle shakes the madded 
ihea statutes glean the refuse of tlie 
ilow much more safe the vassal than 
low sculks the hind beneath the rage 
And leaves the wealthy traitor in the 
Untouch'd his cottage, and his slumbt 
Though conOscation's vultures hover r 

The needy traveller, serene and gay 
Walks the wild heath, and sings his U 
Does envy seize thee ? crush the* upbi 
Increase his riches, and his peace drst 
Kew fears in dire vicissitude invade. 
The rustling brake alarms, and quiver 
Nor light nor darkness bring his pain 
One shows the plunder, and one hide 

Yet still one general cry the skies a 
And gain and grandeur load the taint 
Few know the toiling statesman's fcai 
I he* insidious rival and the gaping h< 

Once more, Democritus, arise on eai 
With cheerful wisdom and instructive 
See motley life in modem tri4>pings d 
And feed with varied fools the* eterai 
Thou who couldst laugh where wa 

caprice. 
Toil crushed conceit, and man was of 
Where wealth unIov*d without a moo 
And scarce a sycophant was fied by p 
Where ne*er was known the form of 
Or seen a new-made mayor's onwield 
Where change of favourites made no ch 
And senates heard before tbcgr Jnds'd 
How wouldst tbon ibaka «t BrtUWft 
lUwt the quirk tannta And edit ttkn i 
Attentive truth aod luturt to dccaq 
And pierce each tceae with ^^^nm 

M« 
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eonqaest anreauted ceas'd to please, 
d rights submitted, left him none to seiae. 

t length his sovereign frowns— the train of state 
4ark the keen glance, and watch the sign to bale. 
Where'er he turns he meets a stranger's eye. 
His suppliants scorn him, and his followers Hy ; 
At once is lost the pride of awful state. 
The golden canopy, the glittering plate. 
The r^al palace, the luxurious board. 
The liveried anny, and the menial lord. 
With age, with cares, with maladies oppressed. 
He seeks the refuge of monastic rest. 
Grief aids diseate, remember'd folly stings. 
And his last sighs reproach the £uth of kings. 

Speak thoUfWhoae thoughts at humble peace repine. 
Shall Wolsey's wealth, with WoUey*a end be thine i 
Or liv'st thou now, with safer pride content. 
The wuest justice on the banks of Trent? 
For why did Wolsey, near the steeps of fate. 
On wedc foundations raise the' enormous wdght ? 
Why but to sink beneath misfortune's blow, 
With louder ruin to the gulft below ? 

What gave great Villiers to the* assassin's knife. 
And fix'd disease on Harley*s doeing lifo i 
What murder'd Wentworth, and what eail'd Hyde, 
By kings protected, and to kings allied ? 
What but their wish indulged in courts to shine. 
And pow'r too great to keep, or to resign ? 

When first the ooilege-rolls reomve his name. 
The young enthusiast quits his ease for fisme ; 
Through all his veins the fover of renown 
Spreads from the strong contagion of the gown ; 
O'er Bodley's dome his future labonn vpnmA, 
And Bacon's manffn** trembles o^er hia h ead* 
Are these thy Tiewa ? proceed, lUustriovs youth. 
And Virtue guard thee to the tfeoNwa «ft*trifidBk.\ 
Tet ahaald ihj fOul liid«il|e tiM V"^vk 
JVl captive Sdenee yield» b«* lMfctiftienfc\ 
aiioald Bm»on fuide the* -viVkh ^m* t^i^M 
And poor on misty Soiribt mVMlMft ^■V\ 
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d mortgag'd states their grandsires wreaths regret 
om age to age in everlasting debt; 
/reaths which at last the dear-bought right convey 
Xo rust on medals, or on stones decay. 

On what foundation stands the warrior's pride. 
How just hb hopes let Swedish Charles decide ; 
A frame of adamant, & soul of fire, 
No dangers fright him, and no labours tire ; 
O'er love, o'er fear, extends his wide domain, 
Unconquer'd lord of pleasure and of pain ; 
No joys to him pacific sceptres yield. 
War sounds the trump, be rushes to the field ; 
Behold surrounding kings their pow'rs combine. 
And one capitulate, and one resign ; 
Peace courts his hand, but spreads her charms in 

vain: 
'Think nothing gain'd,' he cries, ' till noughtremain; 
On Moscow's walls till Gothic standards fly. 
And all be mine beneath the polar sky.' 
Tlie march begins in military state. 
And nations on his eye suspended wait; 
Stern Famine guards the solitaiy coast. 
And Winter barricades the realms of Frost ; 
He comes, not want and cold his course delay;— 
Hide, blushing Olory, hide Pultowa's day : 
The vanqoish'd hero leaves his broken bands. 
And shows his miseries in distant lands ; 
Condemn'd a needy supplicant to wait ; 
While ladies interpos^ and slaves debate. 
But did not Chance at length her error mend i 
Did no subverted empire mark his end i 
Did rival monarchs give the iatal wound ? 
Or hostile millions press him to the ground ? 
His fall was destin'd to a bsiren stnad, 
A petty fbrtreas, and a doMoos hands 
He left the name, at which thA 'W«A4l CB«m v>Aft> 
To point m moral* or adorn m tato. 
All times their icenea of vank^mtt 
I^m Perum'M tynaU to Bwi^tf * V«^ 
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la gay lioitilityf and barbarous pride. 
With half mankind embattled at his side, - 
Great Xenes comes to seiae the certain pngr. 
And starves eshaosted regions in his way ; 
Attendant Flattery counts his myriads o*er» 
Till counted myriads soothe his pride no mora ; 
Fresh praise b tiied till madness fires his mind. 
The waves be lashes, and enchains the wind ; 
New pow'rs are daim'd, new pow'rs are still bes to wed, 
Till rude reustance lops the spreading god; 
The daring Greeks deride the maitial show. 
And heap their vallies with the gaudy foe ; 
The* insulted sea with humbler thoughts be faini* 
A single skiff to speed his flight remuns ; 
The' incumbered oar scarce leaves the dreaded ooait 
Through purple billows and a floating host. 

The bold Bavarian, in a luckless hour. 
Tries the dread summits of Csesarean pow'r» 
"With unexpected legions bursts away, 
And sees defencdess realms receive his sway ; 
Shortsway ! fair Austria spreads her mournful charmif 
The queen, the beauty, sets the wM'ld in arms ; 
From hill to hill the beacons* rousing blaae 
Spreads wide the hope of plunder and of praise; 
The fierce Croatian, and the wild Hussar, 
And all the sons of ravage, crowd the war; 
The baffled prince in honour's flattering Uoom 
Of hasty greatness finds the ftttal doom. 
His foes' derision, and his subiects' blam^ 
And steels to death firom anguish and firooi ahaiiMb 

' Enlarge my life with muititade of days,' 
In health, in sickness, thus the soppUaat prays ; 
Hides firom himself his staler «id shoos to koow. 
That life protracted, is protraetad woe. 
Time hovers o'er, impatient to destroy, 
Aad shots up all the psMacea of ioj : 
la vain their gifts the ItoontecnM teanoiA "VMRt 
The fimjt autninnal, ond. Uwa ^«nsai fiMonf i« 
With Ustless eyes the dolMd Vvbws t aa%y ww 
He views, end wondecs U»fc tftiw p^«■■• ^ 
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Kow pall the tasteless meats, and joyless irines, , 
And Luxury with sighs her slave resigns. 
Approach, ye minstrels, try the soothing strain. 
And yield the tuneful lenitives of pain : 
Kg sounds, alas ! would touch the* impervious ear» 
Tliougli dancing mountains witnessed Orpheus nesr s 
Nor lute nor lyre his fe^e pow'r attend, 
Nor sweeter music of a virtuous Mend, 
But everlasting dictates crowd' his tongue. 
Perversely grave, or positively wrong. 
The still-returning tale, and lingering jest. 
Perplex the fawning niece and pampered guest, 
While growing hopes scarce awe the gathering sneer. 
And scarce a legacy can bribe to hear ; 
The watchful guests still hint the last oflRsnoe, 
The daughter's petulance, the son's expence. 
Improve his heady rage with treacherous skill, 
And mould his passions till they make his will. 

Unnumber*d maladies his joints invade, 
Lay siege to life, and press the dire blockade; 
But unextinguish'd Avarice still remains. 
And dreaded losses aggravate his pains ; 
He turns, with anxious heart and crippled hands. 
His bonds of debt, and mortgages of lands ; 
Or views his coffers with suspidous eyes. 
Unlocks his ffold, and counts it till he dies. 

But grant, the virtues of a temperate prime 
Bless with an affe exempt from scorn or crime ; 
An a;;e that nnelts in nnperoeiv*d decay. 
And £Udea in modest innocence awi^ ; 
Whose pesbceful day Benevolence endean. 
Whose night <»nfratulating Conscienee cheen; 
The general favouiite, as the general friend : 
Snch age tl^ere is, and who eonld wish ito «idl 

Tet ev*n on this her load MMBrtua ttnct. 
To preea the weaiy miaatt't Aamtbit ^AsKBh^ 
jiTew morrow rtamm as the daj iHyim , 
ji. sister a i ckmmB or a daaghter 
Ifow kindred Merit fills tli« aMs 
Vow Jmcvrm^9d FrioadaUp dataw 
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10 didOM «UnB, no wishes rue, 
M BtXi&mpt the mercies of the skies i 
w, cease I petitions yet remain, 
Heav'n may hear, nor deem religion Taint 
iise for food the sapplicating Toice, 
ten to Heav'n the measure and the choice 
I His poVr, whose eyes discern a^ 
leret ambosh of a specious pray'r. 
re his aid, in liis decisions rest, 
B wfaate'er he fives, he gives the best, 
rhen the sense of sacred presesee fires, 
Mronf devotion to the skies aspires, 
forth thy fervors for a liealthful. mind, 
lent passions, and a will resif n*d ; 
>ve, which scarce collective man can fill; 
tatience, sovereign o'er transmuted ill ; 
aith, that pantihg for a hi4>pier seat, 
its death kind Nature's signal bf retreat : 
e goods for man the laws of Heav'n OTdain, 
e goods kt grants, who grants the pow'r to gain; 
1 these celestial Wisdom calms the mind. 
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And hovering death prepara ujv w... 
His vigorous remedy display 'd 

The power of art without the show. 

In misery's darkest cavern known. 

His useful care was ever nigh, 
Where hopeless anguish pour'd his groan. 

And lonely want retir'd to die. 

No sninmons mockM by chill delay, 
Ko petty. gain disdain'd by pride; 

The modest wants of every day 
The toil of every day supply'd. 

His virtues walk*d their narrow round, 
Kor made a pause, nor left a void ; 

And sure the Eternal Master found 
The single talent well employed. 

.The busy day— the peaceful night, 

Unfelt, uncounted, glided by; 
His frame was firm— his powers were bright 

Though now his eightieth year was nigh. 

^— ^ t^hrobbiog pain. 




SAKCEL JOHKSOK. iSQ 

.*« saw him' spam her bounded reico, 
mtinf time toil'd after liim in vain, 
owerfiil strokes presiding truth impress'd, 
unresisted passion storm'd the breast, 
aen Jonson came, instructed from the school, 
please in metiiod, and invent by rule ; 

iis studious patience and laborious art, 
Af regula» approach, essayed the heart : 
Cold approbation gave the lingering bays ; 
For those who durst not censure, scarce could praise. 
A mortal bom, he met the general doom. 
But left, like Egypt's kings, a lasting tomb. 

The wits of Charles found easier ways to feme, 
Nor wish'd for JonsonV art, or Shakspeare's flame. 
Themselves they studied ; as they Mt, they writ : 
Intrigue was plot, ohscenity was wit. 
Vice always found a sympathetic friend ; 
They pleas'd their age, and did not aim to mend. 
Yet bards like these aspir'd to lasting praise. 
And proudly hop*d to pimp in future days. 
Their cause was general, their supports were strong; 
Their slaves were willing, and their reign was long: 
Till shame regained the post that sense betrayed. 
And virtue call'd oblivion to her aid. 

Then crush'd by mles, and weaken'd as refin'd. 
For years the pow'r of Tragedy dedin'd ; 
From bard to bard the frigid caution crept. 
Till declamation roar'd whilst passion slept ; 
Yet still did Virtue deign the stage to tread. 
Philosophy remaiu'd though Nature fled. 
But forc'd. at length, her ancient reign to qui^ 
She saw great Faustus lay the ghost of wit; 
Exalting folly liail'd the joyous day. 
And pantomime and song confirm'd her sway. « 

But who the coming changes can presage. 
And mark the future periods of the stage ? 
Perhaps, if skill could dbtant times explore, 
Kew Behns, new Durfeys, yet remain in store ; 
Perhaps where Lear has rav'd, aad Haxc^X. ^^it 
Oa tiyiog can new sorceran ma^ tvie \ 
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And chase the new>blown babbles <n m. 

Ah I let not censure term our fate our 

The stage but echoes back the public voice; 

The drama's laws, the drama's patrons ffivfly 

For we that lire to i^ease, most please— to live*^ 

Then prompt no more the follies you deciy. 
As grants doom their tools of guilt to die ; 
Tis jours, this nifht, to bid tiie reign commance 
Of rescued nature, and reviving sense ; 
To chase the diarms of sound, tbe pomp of Am 
For useful mirth and salutaiy woe ; 
Bid scenic virtue foim the rising age. 
And truth diffuse her radiance finwi tbe stBg«« 
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THE TRAVELLER; 

or, 

A PROSPECT OF SOCIETY. 

SMOTE, nnftiended, melancholy, slow* 
' Or by the Usy Sdidd, or wandering Fo ; 
onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
dnst the hocweless atranfer shuts the door ; 
where Campania's plain forsaken lies, 
feary waste expanding to the skies ; 
ere'er I roam, whateTer realms to see, 
heart, mitmveird, fondly tarns to thee ; 
1 to my brother tarns, with ceaseless pain, 
1 drags at each remove a lengthening chain* 
ternal blessings crown my earliest ftiend, 
1 round his dwelling guardian saints attend ; 
St be that spot, where cheerfal guests reUre 
pause from toil, and trim their evening fire; 
St that abode, where want and pain.repair, 
d every stranger finds a ready chair ; 
•t be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd» 
ere ail the ruddy fitfnily around 
ugh at the jests or pranks that never foil, 
sigh with pity at some moumfol tale ; 
press the bashful stranger to his food, 
d learn the luxuiy of doing good, 
lot me, not destin'd such delights to share, 
' prime of life in wandering q;>ent and care : 
pell'd with steps unceasing to pursue 
ne fleeting good, tiiat mocks me wifti the view : 
it like the eirde bounding earth and %Vu(a, 
aret fivm far, yet, as I foiUow, ^«&; 
fortune leads to tmverse Tesltna «\oii«, 
Snd ao ipot of all the iroxld m? o'ini. 
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laked negro, panting at the line, 
its of his golden sands and palmy wine, 
iks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave, 
id thanks his gods for all the good they gave, 
ach is the patriot's boast, where'er we roam. 
His first, best country, ever is at home. 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare. 
And estimate the blessings ii^ich they share, 
Tho' patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind : 
As different good, by art or nature given, 
To different nations make their blessings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
Still grants her bliss at labor's earnest call ; 
With food as well the peasant is supply'd 
On Idra's clifis as Amo's shelvy side; 
And tho' the rocky-crested summits frown. 
These rocks by custom, turn to beds of down. 
From art more various are the blessings sent; 
Wealth, commerce, honor, liberty, content. 
Tet these each other's power so strong contest. 
That either seems destructive of the rest. 
Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails; 
And honor sinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence every state to one lov'd blessing prone. 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the fav'rite happiness attends. 
And spurns the plan that aims at other ends ; 
Till carried to excess in each domain. 
This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try these truths with closer ^es. 
And trace them thro' the prospect as it lies : 
Here for a while my proper cares resigned. 
Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind ; 
Like yon n^ lected shrub, at random cast. 
That shades the steep, and sighs at every blaft^ 

Par to the right, where Appemne «»ceQAa« 
Bright as the summer, Italy exteii'^%\' 
Jta uplands sloping deck the TaoxKnXaSiB^^ i^di»« 
Vbods over woods in gay thwtortcVJftiAft* 




» **^w OwU'* *"^ 
Zf^'n «>^»^J^o Store ^J^. 

1 the 10* ?! t^ ot ^«««^«^^ 
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aork* MM, in bloodleM pomp amyd« 

ittkbard triumph and the cavalcade: 

ioM fcnn*d for piety and love, 

"^m or a saint in ereiy groye. 

rtB lilte these are all their cares befttil*d, 

irti of diildren satisfy the child : 

obler aim represt by lonf control, 

1^ at last, or itMy mans the sooL; 

«w delifhts succeeding fast behind, 

jiitr meanness occupy the mind ; 

bote domef, where Csssars once bore sway, 

. by time, and tott'ring in decay, 

n die min, heedless of the dead, 

dter-seddng peasant b«iilds his shed ; 

ondering man could want the laiger pile, 

and owns his cottage with a smile. 
»nl, torn from them, tnm we to survey 
rougher climes a nobler race display, 
the black Swiss their stormy mention tread» 
rce a churlish soil for scanty bread; 
duct here the barren hills aA>rd, 
n and steel, the soldier and his sword, 
nal blooms their torpid rocfcs array, 
ater lingering chills the lap of May ; 
byr fondly sues the mountain's bieast, 
iteors glare, and stormy glooms invest, 
till, e*en here, content can spread a charm, 
I the dime, and all its rage disarm, 
lor the peasant's hut, his feasts tbo^ small, 
I his little lot the lot of all ; 

oontifuoos palace rear its head, 
ne the meanness of his humble shed ; 
Lly lord the sumptuous banquet deal^ 
e him lotfae his vegetable meal; 
m, and bred in ignorance and toil, 
ish contracting, fits him to ^« mKl. 
li at mom, he wakes ttoxn iShsyrt t«qo«»« 
i the keen air, and caxoVa a» Yk« i.qc»\ 
dent angle tr^ls the ^nn? d««^« ^^^ 

» hU veaf rout p\o«t\^\i«K« ^ ^^»» ^^""^ 



Displays ber cieau^ «- 
And haply too some pilgrim Uiicihm •», 
'With many a tale repass the nightly bed* 
Thus every good hb native wilds imparl 
Imprints the patriot passion on hb heart ; 
And e*en those ills that round lib maoiioa riie. 
Enhance the bliss his scan^ fund supplies : 
Dear b that shed to which hb soul conforms. 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the stonna; 
And as a child, when scaring sounds molea^ 
Clings dose and doaer to the mother's breaat. 
So the loud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar. 
But bind him to his native moontains more. 
Such are the charms to barren statM aatign'd; 
Their wants hut fisw, their wbhes all oonfin'd: 
Tet let them only share the praises doe. 
If few their wants, their pleasures are but few; 
For eveiy want tbat stimolates the breast. 
Becomes a source of pleasure when redrest. 
Whence from such lands eadi ^ea^g sclenee flies, 
That first exdtes desire and tiaen supplies. 

*- **% than when sensual pleasores doy, 
—»«•»» finer joy; 
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iment stops, from sire to son 
jnimpror'd, the manners run; 
«wo and friendship's fineIy<i>oinled dart 
unted from each indurated heart, 
sterner virtues o*er the mountain's bfeast 
sit, like fislcons cowerinf on the nest; 
. all the gentler morals, audi as play 
ro* life's more cultnr'd walks, and charm the vay» 

nese, (kr dispers'd on timorons piniona, fy 
'lV> sport and flutter in a kinder sky. 

To kinder akies, where fentlor manners niffn, 
I tnm ; and Fkvnce displays her bright domain ; 
Gay sprightly land of mirth and social ease, 
Pleas'd with thyself, wbam all the world can please* 
How often have I led thy sportive dioir. 
With tuneless pipe, beaide the murmuring Loire I 
Where shading elms along the margin grew. 
And freshen'd from the wave the aepfayr flew : 
And haply, tho* my hanh touch falfring still. 
But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's skill; 
Tet wonld the village praise my wondrous poweft 
And dance forgetftil of the noon*tide hour. 
Alike all ages. Dtanba of ancient days 
Have led their children thro* the mirthful maae. 
And the gay grandalre, skill'd in gestic lore. 
Has frisked beneath the bnrden of threesoora. 

So blest a lifis these thonghdess realma dbplay. 
Thus idly busy ndia their world away : 
Theirs are tinse arts that mind to mind endear. 
For honor forms the social tamper here. 
Honor, that praise which real merit faiasy 
Or e'en imaginary worth obtidns. 
Here peases current; paid firam hand to hand 
It shifts* in splendid traiie, nmnd the land: 
Firom courts to canpa, to cottages it atraya^ 
And all are taaght an avarice of praise ; 
They please, are plaaa'd, they give to get 
Till, seemiog blest, they grow to what tbcgr 

But while this softer art theit Ubaa wk^Eim, 
It giwn their MUm aiao looia to »»»>, 



«!• I hoir oalike their Beigic aires w ».» . 
, poor* coo tO H t , nngovernably bold ; 
I eoefa braatt, ood freo d o m on each brow ; 
audi anlike the loiii of Britain now I 
■t tiie toond, my genius spreads lier wintf*, 
las.wliere Britain courts the western spring; 
I lawns estnid that scorn Arcadian pride, 
nlghter streams than famM HydaH>is glide, 
all around the gentlest breeaes stray, 
gentle nrasic melts on eveiy spray ; 
ion's mildest charms are there comMo'd, 
mes are only in the master's mind ! 
o'er each bosom Reason holds her state 
daring urns irregnUrly great ; 
*in their port, defiance in their eye, 
the lords of human kind pass by; 
it on high designs, a thonghtful bond, 
xms unfashion*d fresh from Nature's hand, 
e in their native hardiness of soul, 
to imagin*d right above control, 
e e'en the peasant boasts these rights to scan. 
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l^or this the wont. As aatnre's tias decay. 
As duty, love, and hononr ftdl to sway, 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and lav. 
Still gather strength, and force unwUlinf awte. 
Hence all obedience bows to thee alone. 
And talent sinks, and merit we^M unknown ; 
Till time may comeorhen, striptof all her chaniff 
The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms. 
Where noble stems transmit Uie patriot flame. 
Where kings have toil'd, and poets wrote for fome. 
One sink of level avarice shall lie. 
And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonour*d die. 

Yet think not, thus when Freedom's ills I state, 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great ; 
Te powers of truth that bid my soul aspire. 
Far from my bosom drive the low desire ; • 
And thou, fair Ereedom, taught alike to foel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry steel ; 
Thou transitory flower, alike undone ■ '-'^ 

By proud contempt, or favor's Entering sun. 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure^ 
I only would repress than to secure ; 
For just experience tells, in every soil. 
That those who think must govern those that toil; 
And all that Freedom's highest aims can reach. 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 
Hence should one order disproportion'd grow. 
Its double weight must ruin all below. 

O then how blind to all that truth reqnirea. 
Who think it freedom when a part aspires 1 
Calm is my soul, nor apt to rise in arms. 
Except when last approadbong danger warms : 
But when contending ehi^ blockade the throne. 
Contracting regal power to stretch their own : 
When I behold a ftctious band agree 
To call it finaedom when themaelvea are free ; 
Each wanton judge new penal statutea dnw, 
I«aws grind the poor, and ricli men rale the hnr ; 
UTie wealth of climeaf where lavate aationa roam 
PUIag'd £rom aUvet to pordwaft aiimft afcYMMWi 
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r, pMj« jastfea^ iadigaation atart* 

X off nmm, sod bare my swelUag hearts 

'half a patriot, half a coward growa, 

f ftom petty (snrants to the throae. 

ai^ bfotiMTt enne with me that baieftd hoar, 

ea fint ■mbition strode at regal power ; 

1 thus poUutinff honour in its eoaree, 

re wealth to ewaj* the mind with dooUe foiea* 

ra we not aeoi round Britain's peopled shores 

r aseful sons eirhang*d for useless ore i 

a all her triumphs but destruction haste, 

e flaring tapers, hrigbt^niag as they waste ; 

n opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 

id stem depopnlatkm in her train, 

1 over fields where scattered hamlets rose, 

barren solitary pomp r^oae ? 

re we not seen at pleasure's lordly call, 

) smiling long-iirequented village fall i 

leld the doteons son, the sire decagr'd, 

) modest matron, and the blushing maid, 

'c'd from their homes, a melandioly train, 

traverse dimes beyond the western midn ; 

ere wild Oswego spreads her swamps around, 

d Hiagara stuns with thund'ring soond ? 

.van now, perhaps, as there some frflgrim strays 

■o* tangled forests, and thro* dangerous ways, 

lere beasts with man divided empire daim, 

d tiie brown Indian marks with monTrous aimi 

sre, while above the giddy tempest flies, 

d all around distressfiil ydls arise* 

B pensive exile bending widi his woe, 

stop too fearfal, and too faint to go. 

Its a long look whero EngltuuTk glories shine, 

d bids his bosom sympathiae with mine. 

''ain, very vain, my weary search to find 

at bliss which only cenien in the tiAs4*. 

y bmre I •traj'd from pleaaur« and t^vQ^e^ 

weir a good emeh government bertnreuX 

nry fovemment, Iho* terror* t^V^» 

tjnai kingt, or tyrant \vm% tt«!tce*sK. 



Glides tlie smooth current or aouic... . . . 

The lifted az, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien*s bed of steel* 
To men remote from power but rarely known. 
Leave reason, faith, and conscience, all our own. 



THE DESERTED VILLAGE. 

C WEET Jbthmt ! loveliest village of the pl«te» 
^ Where beaUb and plenty cbeer'd -the laboring 

swain. 
Where smiling Spring its earliest visits paid. 
And parting Summer's ling'ring bloom delay'd. 
Dear lovely bowers of Innocence and ease. 
Seats of my youth, when every sport could please. 
How 9ften have I loiter'd o'er thy green, 
¥niere humble happiness endear'd each scene I 
How often have I paus'd on eveiy charm, 
The shcdtei'd cot, the cultivated farm, 
- »'«wjr. the busy mill. 
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Hm dcndnf |Mir« tibat simply toaght noom 
By holdinf oot to tire Mdi other down ; 
The swain, mistnutleis of his suin tt eii ium, 
"While secret leofhter titter'd roond the piM 
The bashful virgin^s side-looff looks of 1ot% 
The matron** fiance that would those looks rep 
These were thy channs, sweet village I sporti 



With sweet succesiion, taoght ev*n toil to pie 
Theseronndthy bowers ttieircheerfiil Influence si 
These were thy charms— Bntallthesecfaanns are i 

Sweet smiling Ullage, loveliest of the lawn» 
Tliy sports are fled, and all thy channs wl^draa 
Amidst thy bowers the tyrant hand is seeOf 
And desolation saddens all thy green : 
One only master grasps tht whole domain. 
And half a tillage stints thy smiling plain ; 
Ko more thy glas«y brook reflects the day. 
But, chokM with sedges, works its -weedy way : 
Along thy glades, a solitaiy guea^ 
Hie hoUow-aounding bittern guards its nest ; 
Amidst diy desert walks the lapwing flies. 
And tires their echoes with nnvary'd cries. 
Bonk are thy bowers in shapwlass ndn all. 
And ttie long grass o*ertops dm moolderuig wall ; 
tnd, trembling, shrinking from the spoiler's band, 
?ar, ftur away thy children ieave the land, 
ni £sres the land, to haat^nlng ills a pi^, 
7here wMlth ■ocnraulatos, and men deo«y. 
rinces and lords m«y floorish, or may fade ; 
breath can make ^em* as a Ineath has made i 
It a bold peasantry, their eowitiy's pride^ 
len once dcatnur'd can never be supply'd. 
i time t^iere was, ere Kngland's grMb betan, 
en every rood ef gronnd maintain'd its man ; 
him light labor spread her wboleaome stors, 
gMve irtMit lift requir'd, but gave no aere; 
best compenions, innooenov and heelth ; 
his bett licbeiy igaoranoe of irttUxb. 






Those healthAil sportotiuitgnc'dthe peuoA 
li'w'd in each look* mod brif hten*d ftll the 
These, ikr dqiMitinf , sedc a kinder shore. 
And rural mirth and manners are no mort 

Sweet AwAum ! parent of the blisiAil hot 
Thy glades forlorn confess the tyrants poi 
Here, as I take my solitary ronnds, 
Amidst thy tanfUng walks, and cnin'd gro 
And musy a year dbpa'd return to view 
uniere onee the eott^EO stood, the hawtbo 
Xemembrance wakes with all her buy Irs 
Swdls at my breast, and turns the pest to 

In all my wand^ngs round this world t 
]n all my giief^-«nd God has giv'n my st 
I still had hopes my latest hours to crows 
Amidst these humble bowers to l«y me d< 
To husband out ViM% tsper at the cloae. 
And keep the flame firom wasting by repo 
I stUl had bepee-for pride attends us stU 
Amidst the swidns to shew my book4eam 
Around our fire an evening group to drai 
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JiD BO imtches, bora to work and wmp, 
iore the mbip, or tempt the danferoiis deep ; 
surly porter stands in guilty state, 

t sponi implorinf Famine from the gate ; 
»nt on he moves to meet his latter end* 
Angels around befHending vlrtne^s friend ; 
Knks to the grave widi onperceiv'd decay, 
While resignation gently slopes the way ; 
And, all his prospects inright'ning to the last. 
His heaven commences ere the world be past. 

Sweet WM the sound, when oil at ev*ning's close, 
Up yonderhUl the village murmur rose ; 
There, as I past* with careless steps and slow. 
The mingling notes came soften'd from below ; 
The swain responsive as the milk-maid sung. 
The sober herd that Iow*d to meet thefar young ; 
The noisy geese that gabUed o^er the pool. 
The playful children just let loose firom school ; 
The watch^log's voice thatbay'd the whisp*ring wind. 
And the loud laugh that spoke the vacant mind ; 
These all in sweet confusion sought the shade. 
And fiU'd each pause the nightingale had made, 
But now the sounds of population ftdl. 
Ho cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale, 
Ko busy steps the grass-grown foot-way tread. 
But all the blooming flush of lifis is fled. 
All but yon widow*d solitary thing. 
That feebly bends beside die plashy spring: 
She, wretched matron, fore'd, in age, fbr bread, 
To strip the brook with mantling cresses spread ; 
To pick her wintry faggot ftom the thorn. 
To seek her nightly shed, and weep till morn; 
She only left of all the harmless train. 
The sad historian of the pensive plain. 

Near yonder eopee, where once a gardeo. «esU!^^ 
And stiJI where many a gnd«ft4UkW«t f^tww^ «<«f^^\ 
Then, where a tew toni ahmto x3bi* ^\we»-«a^»fc^ 
The vi7/«ge-pre«cber*8 modeat mmidinvi T«a»« 
A man he wma, to all the coxmtry ^ftW« 
And pmssing rirh with forty v«*^t\A% ^ '^'^'^ "' 
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Remote from towo» be ran his godly race, 
Vor e'er bed chaof'd, nor with'd to chenge his plaee; 
Unskilfol he to fiiwii, or seek for power* 
By doctrines ftshion*d to the wyinf hour; 
Par other aims his heart had leam*d to pria^ 
More bent to raise the wretched than to rise. 
His house was known to all the ▼afrant trua. 
He chid their wand'rings, but reliev*d thdr pata; 
The long^remember'd beggar was his guest* . 
"Whose beard descending swept his aged b r eas t : 
Ihe roin'd spendthrift, now no longer proiid» 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allowed; 
The broken soldier kindly bade to stay. 
Sat by bis fire, and talk'd the night away. 
Wept o'er his wounds, or tales of sorrow done, 
Shoolder'd his enitch,and8hew'd bow fields werewoo. 
Pleas'd with his guesto, tlie good man learn'd to glow» 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 
Careless their merits or their fanlU to scan. 
His pity gave ere diarity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretdied was his pride. 
And even his failings lean'd to Virtne's kide ; 
But in his duty prompt, at every call 
He wateh'd and wept, he pray'd and felt^ for alL 
And as a bird each fend endearment trira. 
To tempt its new'fledg'd oAi^ng to the sUes» 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull dels^, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led tiie way. 

Beside the bed, where parting life was laid. 
And sorrow, guilt, and pain, by turns dismBy'd, 
The rev'rend champion stood. At his contra!. 
Despair and anguish fled the straggling soul ; 
Comfort came down the trembliag wretch to rait% 
And hb last falt'ring accents wfal^Mr'd praise. 
At chunb, with mtttk and unaffsded grae^ 
HU lookM adom*d the ^en«nUk« p\M»\ 
Truth from his lips vwv*^Vd m^ 4ck«\tem9« 
"And /bola» who cane to aeolS, WBiataf A ^ \f^* 
The service paat, anMsnA ^ho ^o» »•»» 
With atea<jiy Mai. aw^ liofte** w«^ *^^ 
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Even cluldmi foUow'd, with endeariaff wUe, 
And pluck'd his gown to share the good man's smile. 
His ready smile a parent's warmth exprcst, 
llieir wdfiure pleas'd him, and their cares distrait; 
To them his heart, his love, his frieft were given. 
Bat all his serious thonghts had rest in heaven. 
As some tall cliff that lifts its awAal form. 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm, 
Tho' round its breast the rolling clouds are spread. 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head. 

Beside yon straggling fence that skirts the way 
With blossomM furae unprofitably gay. 
There in his noisy mansion, skill'd to rule. 
The Tillage-master taught his little school ; 
A man severe he was, and stem to view, 
I knew him well, and every truant knew ; 
Well had the boding tremUers leam'd to trace 
The day's disasters in his morning hee ; 
Full well they langh'd with eonnterfttted glee 
At all his jokes, for maiiy a joke had he; 
Full well the bu^y whisper circling round, 
Convey'd the dismal tidings when he finown'd ; 
Tet he was kind, ch* if severe in aught, 
Tlie love he bore to learning was in fault; 
The village all declar'd how much he knew : 
Twas certaih he could write and cyi^ier too { 
Lands he could measure, terms and tides presage^ 
And even the story ran that he could guage; 
In arguing too the parson own*d his skill, 
For even tho* vanqwsh'd, he eould argue still I 
While words of learned length, and thund'ring sound, 
Amaa^d the g^nng rustics raag'd around. 
And stiU thvy gas'd, and still the wonder grew. 
That one small head should cany all he knew. 
But past is aU his fame. TIm very tpo^ 
Where muty a time he tiiiiBiph*d, VA.focvB^ 
Newyoader tboni, that Ufto kta \miA oaYh^^ 
Where once the ftgaipoit CMfia IfiM ^— ^^w% ^^ 
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Low lies that house where niife4>rowa dimagliU 

inspii'd, 
Where grey-beard mirth, and snilioK toil retfi'd. 
Where viUate-statesmeD talkM with looks profimnd. 
And news much older than their ale went foaad* 
Imagination fondly stoops to trace 
The parlour splendors of that fiestive place ; 
The whitewash'd wall, the nicely sanded floor, 
The ▼amisb'd clock that click*d behind the door: 
The chest contriv'd a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a chest of drawers by day ; 
The pictures plac'd for ornament and use. 
The Twelve Good Rules, the Royal Game of Goose ; 
The hearth, except when winter chiU'd the day» 
With aspin boughs, and flowers, and fennel gay, 
With broken tea-cops, wisely kept for show. 
Ranged o'er the chimney, glisten*d in a row. 

Vain, transitory splendors ! could not all 
Reprieve the tottering mansion from its tall I 
Obscure it sinks, nor shall it more impart 
An hours importance to the poor roan's heart; 
Thither no more the peasant shall repair. 
To sweet oblivion of his daily care ; 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale^ 
Vo more the woodman's ballad shall prevail ; 
Vo more the smith, his dusky brow shall clear. 
Relax hb pond'rous strength, and lean to hear; 
The host himself no longer shall be fbnnd 
Careful to see the mantling bliss go roand ; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be pnsC, 
ftiall kiss the cop to pass it to the reat. 

Tea! let the rich deride, the proad disdain. 
These simple bleaaings of tiie lowly train. 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart, 
Oae native charm, than all the glou of art, 
4>oataaeous joys, where Vakaxe Vna ^9Di ^^ « 
3%e soul adopts, and owns \lMte taM«^nni«m9\ 
^'ifbtly Uitj frt>lic o*er tbe ^acaaStvAni^ 
C^oemry'ii, oamoleitod, lUkeoiiAtfd. 
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Bat the long pomp, the midnight masquerade, 
"With all the freaks of wantOD wealth array'd. 
In these, ere triflen half their wish obtain. 
The toiling pleasure sickens into pain ; 
And. even while fashion's brightest arts decoy. 
The heart distrusting asks, if this be joy ? 

Te friends to truth, ye statesmen who survey 
The rich man's joys increase, the poor's decay, 
'Tis yours to judge* how wide the limits stand 
Between a splendid and a happy land. 
Proud swells the tide with loads of freighted ore. 
And shouting Folly hails them from her shore ; 
Hoards, even beyond the miser's wish abound. 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our guns. This wealth is but a name 
That leaves our useful products still the same. 
Kot so the loss. The man of wealth and pride. 
Takes up a space that many poor suppljr'd ; 
Sptuce for his lake, his park's extended bounds. 
Space for his horses, equipage and hounds ; 
The robe that wraps his fimbs in silkea sloth. 
Has robb'd the neighb'ring fields of half their growth ; 
His seat, where solitary sports are seen. 
Indignant spurns the cottage from the green ; 
Around the world each needful product flies. 
For all the luxuries the world supplies. 
While thus the land adom'd for pleasure, all 
I|i barren splendor feebly waits the frtll. 

As some fair female, unadorn'd and plain, 
Secu^ to please while youth confirms her reign. 
Slights eveiy borrow'd charm that dresa supplies, 
Nor shares with art the triumph of htr eyes; 
But when those charms are past, for charms are firaM« 
VThen time advancesy and when lovers hU^ 
She th^ shines forth, soUdtous to bless. 
In all the glaring impoteace oC dnaia. 
Ibaa Arm (he {and, bgr laxasj \»la%!f^ 
la nature's aiaiplast chamii «b ftnit isnqi*^ 
JBat vevioff to ^ec&^e. its tviUn&flsm ^a^* 
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While* ■ooorg'd by famine from the tmiUnff land. 
The moarnfVil peeMat leadi his humble bendl; 
And while he sinks, without one um to saTe, 
The country Uoomsr-a farden and a grave. 

Where then, ah ! where shall poverty reside. 
To 'scape the pressure of contiguous piide f 
If to some common's fenceless limits straj'd. 
He drives his flock to pick the scanty Made, 
Those fenceless fidds the sons of wealth divide^ 
And even the bare-worn common is deny'd. 

If to the dty sped— What wait? him there ? 
To see profusion that be must not share ; 
To see ten thousand baneful arts combing 
To pamper luzuiy, and thin mankind ; 
To see each joy the sons of pleasure know. 
Extorted from his fellow-creature's woe. 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade. 
There the pale artist plies the sickly trade ; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pompt 

display. 
There, tiie black gibbet glooms beside the way; 
The dome where pleasure holds her midnight reign. 
Here richly deckt, amid tiie goif eous train ; 
Tumultuous ^grandeur crowds the biasing square^ 
The nttlinif chariots clash, the torches i^are. 
Sure scene^ like these no trouble e*er annoy I 
Sure these denote one universal joy t 
Are these thy serious thoughts !— Ah I torn ttiijM 

eyes 
Where- the poor houseless shiv'ring ftomale lies. 
She once, perhaps, in village-plenty bles^ 
Has wept at tales of innocence distrest ; 
Her modest looks tiie cottage migfat adorn. 
Sweet as the primrose peeps beneath the diom, 
Jfow lost to all ; her friends, her virtue fled. 
If ear her betnytfs door the ^a7% Ywt YmmI, 
And, pjnch'd with co\d, and dstWAtti fnaa ^ 
abower, . 
With lieavy heart deplorw tkttfcXutadwa^WB 
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When idly first, amlMtions of the towOf 

She left her wheel end robes of coontzy bnnriu 

l>o thine, sweet Aihimt thine, the loveliest train. 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? 
Even now, perh^;>s, by cold and hunger led. 
At proud men*s doors they ask a .little bread I 

Ah, no. Tb distant climes, a dreaiy scene, 
Where half the convex world intrudes between. 
Thro* torrid tracts with fainting steps ti>ey to. 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
Far different there from all that charm'd before^ 
The various terrors of that horrid shore ; 
Those biasing suns that dart a downward ray. 
And fiercely shed intolerable day ; 
Those matted woods where birds fbrg et to sing. 
But silent bats in drowsy clusters cling ; 
Tlioso pois*nons fields wiUi rank luxuriance crowned. 
Where the dark scorpion gathers death aronnd ; 
Where at each step the stranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful snake ; 
Where crouching tygers wait their hapless prey. 
And savage men more murd'rons still than they ; 
While oft in whirls tlie mad tornado flies. 
Mingling the ravaged landscape with the sUes. 
Far diflfierent tliese from every former scene. 
The cooling brook, the grassy vested green. 
The breeay covert of the warbling grove. 
That only sheltei'd thefb of harmlois love. 

Good Heaven! what sorrows gloom*d that parting 

dv 
Tliat call'd them finom their native walks away; 
When the poor exiles, every pleamre past. 
Hung round the bowers, and fondly look*d their last* 
And took a long farewell, and wish'd in nda. 
For seaU like tbeae beyond the western main; 
And shudd*rioff atill to fm» the dtaikacax 4«ett, 
Retam'd and wept, and tUVl i«!basiL*d Xo ^ 
The good aid aire the finit vr«ip«^4 \o «k« 
To a0w4oBad woridv, mxtA. w«pi t»r tfOMstf 
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But for himself, in eonscioas viitne brave. 
He mly with'd for worlds bejond tbe grei«* 
His lovely deofhter, lovelier ia her teers. 
The fond companion of bis helpless years. 
Silent went next, nef leetfol of her diarms. 
And left a lovei's for her father's arms. 
With londer plaints the mother spoke her woei^ 
And blest the cot where every pleasure rose ; 
And kiss'd her tboaghtless babes with many a tes 
And clasp'd them dose, hi sorrow doubly dear; 
Whilst her fond husband strove to lend relief 
In all the silent manliness of grief. 

O, luxury ! thou curs*d by heaven's decree. 
How ill exchanf 'd are things like these for thee 
How do thy potions with insidious joy, 
Diffuse their pleasures only to destroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to sickly greatness grown. 
Boast of a florid vigor not their own. 
At every draught more large and large thcry groi 
A bloated mass of rank unwieldy woe, 
nil sapp'd their strength, and every part onaoon 
Down, down they sink, and spread a ruin round 
Even now the devastation is begun. 
And half the business of destruction done ; 
Even now, methinks, as pond'ring here I stand, 
I see the rural virtues leave the land. 
Down where yon anchoring vessel spreads the sa 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale. 
Downward they move, a melancholy band. 
Pass from the shore, and darken all the strand. 
Contented toil, and hospitable care. 
And kind eonnnWal tenderness, are there { 
And i^ety with wishes idac'd above, 
- And steady loyalty, and fMdifkil love. 
And thon, sweet Poetry, thoa loveliest mtH, 
Still Bnt to ty where aemiul ysf% Vsvadia \ 
Un^t in these decenVato tkmea of Aiamtt, 
To catch tbe heart, or atrttue tat YmbmK. f«BA\ 
I>cmr cbanninff nymph, net\ectad n4 A««f * 
^y «hmme in cro-wds, my ftcAVtsry \^A»% 
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Ibon source of all my bliss and all my woe* 
That foundst me poor at first, and keep'st me so ; 
Thou guide, bj which the nobler arts excel, 
TImu nurse of every virtue, fare thee well ; 
Farewell, and O ! wliere*er thy voice be try'd. 
On Tomo's cliff, or Pambamarca*s side. 
Whether where equinoctial fervors glow. 
Or winter wraps the polar worid In snow. 
Still let tby voice, prevailing over time. 
Redress the rigors of th' inclement dime ; 
Aid slighted truth, with thy persuasive strain; 
Teach erring man to spurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him, that states of native strength possest, 
Tho' very poor, may still be very blest; 
That trade's proud empire hastes to swift decay, 
As ocean sweeps the labor'd mole away ; 
While self-dependent power can time defy, 
As rocks resist the billows and the sky. 



THE HERMIT. 

" nnURV, genUe Hermit of the dale. 

And guide ray lonely way, 
To where yon taper cheers the vale 
With hospitable ray. 

For here forlorn and lost I tread. 
With fainting steps and slow ; 

Where wilds, immeasurable spread. 
Seem length'niog as I go." 

** Forbear, my son," the Hermit cries, 
** To tempt the dangeroos gloom ; 

For yonder faithleia phantom flies 
To lure thee to tliy doom. 

Ifere, to the booselcM child of 'wsafc. 
My door is opea stiU; 
And tbo' my portion It bat leaiit, 
Igire it witb food wlU. 
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/oand in gympatitetio mirtib 
Its tricks the kitten tries; 
Jhe cricket chirmps in the hearth ; 
The cracklinf faggot flies. 

Bnt nothing could a charm impart 

To soothe a stranger's woe ; 
For grief was heavy at his hear^ 

And tears began to flow. 

His rising cares the Hermit spy*d, 

"^th answering care opprest : 
" And whence, anhi4>py yoath," lie cry'd, 

" The sorrows of thy breast? 

From better habitations spom'd. 

Reluctant dost thou rove: 
Or grieve for friendship unretum*d» 

Or unregarded love i 

Alas! the joys that fortune brings. 

Are trifling and decay ; 
And those who prise the paltiy things, 

More trifling still than they* 

And what is friendship but a name, 

A charm that lulls to sleep; 
A shade that follows wealth or fsme, 

And leaves the wretch to weep I 

And love is still an emptier sound. 

The modern fair-one^s jest: 
On earth unseen, or only found 

To warm the turtle's nest. 

For shame, fond youth, thy s<»TOwa hvah. 

And spurn the ses," be said ; 
But while he spoke, a rising hloish 

His love4ora guest betray'd. 

• 

Surprb'd be sees new beaottoi iIm» 
Swift mantUag to the 'vtow: 
Uke eoloun o'er tiie mondiiK AdM»» 
Am bright, m tmnirat M. 
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The bashfal look, &e rising bnaat. 

Alternate spread alarms ; 
The lovely stranger stands oontat 

A maid in all her charms. 

" And. ah, forgive a stranger rude, 
A wretch, forlorn," she crjr'd ; 

" Whose feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
Where heaven and you reside. 

But let a maid thy pity share. 
Whom love has taught to stray : 

Who seeks for rest, but finds despair 
Companion of her vay. 

My father liv'd beside the Tyne, 

A wealthy lord was he ; 
And all his wealth was maric'd as mine. 

He had but only me. 

To win me from his tender arms, 

Unnumber'd suitors came ; 
Who prais'd me for imputed charms. 

And felt, or feign'd a flame. 

Each hour a moncenaiy crowd 

With richest profiPers strove ; 
Among the rest young Edwin bow*d. 

But never talk*d of love. 

In humble, simplest habit clad, 
ITo wealth or power bad he ; 

Wisdom and worth were all he h^d. 
But these were all to me. 

The blossom opening to the daj. 

The dews of heav'p refia'd. 
Could nought of pviifty diiplny. 

To emulate his mind. 

The dew, the bloMoma of tt» trae* 
With charms inobnatwat Aaae*, 
Tbeir charms -were \&%» bai vo% V» «e. 
Their constancy wa» v&M. 
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For still I tryd each fickle art, 

Importnnate and Tain; 
And while his passion toach*d my heart, 

I triamph*d in his pain. 

Till quite dejected with my scorn. 

He left me to my pride ; 
And soofht a solitude forlorn. 

In secret where he dy'd. 

Bot mine the sorrow, mine the fault. 

And well my lifiB shall pay ; 
I'll seek the solitude he somht» 

And stretch me where be lay. 

And there forlorn, despairing, hid, 

ni lay me down and die ! 
Twas so for me that Edwin did. 

And so for him will I." . 

*' Forbid it, heaTon r the Hermit ciy'd. 
And dasp'd her to his breast ; 

The woxiderinff fisir-one tura'd to chide; 
Twas Edwin's self that prest. 

*' Turn, Angelina, ever dear; 

My charmer, turn to see 
Thy own, thy long^lost Edmn here. 

Restored to love and thee ! 

Thus let me hold thee to my heart. 

And eveiy care resign: 
And shall we never, never par^ 

My life— my all tbafs mine! 

No, never, from this hour to part. 

We'll live and love so true. 
The sigh ttiat rends thy eoostant heart 

ShaU bieak thy Sdwia'a too.* 



\one garomon oi ^j^^t they ^. "lytdta. 

?^ jSwT"* ■"*,!^^ r«ot«tiB my ton. 
W • ^imd tf • BO *o«u>c«- * '^^i jlr. Born.* 

Of the neck «na «»^^^^^ ^jjgt niHW n^ ^^^^ 
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Badi dainties to them their health it might hurt, 
It^a like sending them rufiSes, when wanting a shirt. 
While thus I debated, in reverie center'd. 
An acquaintance, a friend as he call*d himself, en- 

tei'd; 
An nnder-bred, fine^poken fellow was he* 
And he smil*d as he look'd at the -venison and me. 
" What have we got here ?— Why this is good eating i 
Tour own, I suppose— or is it in waiting ?" 
" Why whose should it be r cried I, with a ilounre : 
** I get these things often''--but that was a bounce ; 
" Some lords, my acquaintance, that settle the na- 
tion, 
Are pleased to be kind— but I hate ostentation.** 

** If that be the case then,** cried he, very gay, 
" Tm glad I have taken this house in my way. 
To.morrow you take a poor dinner with me ; 
No words— I insist on't— precisely aXtkne: 
We*ll have Johnson and Burke, all the wits will be 

there; 
My acquaintance is slight, or I'd ask my lord Clare. 
And, now that I think on't, as I am a sinner I 
We wanted this venison to make out a dinner. 
What say you— a pasty; it shall, and it must. 
And my wifie, little Kitty, is famous for crust. 
Here, porter— this venison with roe to Mile-end ; 
Ko stirring— I beg^my dear friend— my dear fiJeDd !" 
Thus snatching his hat, he bruah'd oflF like tiie wind, 
And the porter and eatables fbUow'd behind. 

Left alone to r^ect, having emptied my shelf. 
And " nobody with me at sea but myself." 
Tho' I could not hdp thinking my gentleman hasty, 
Tet J<rfuiaon, and Burke, and a good venison pasty. 
Were things that I never dislik'd in my life, 
Tho' dogg'd with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wiie. 
So next day in due ^dendor to malMxn^ «^;|«raM^« 
J drovB to bis door in my o^m ^wcjuon^y «RMidEi. 

Whea come to the place where we "««re i\V Vk AVo* , 
rA cbMir4ambei'd doMt, just twelve te«fc>n «^»«»^ 
Vol, JI. O 
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My friend bade me welcome, bot stradi me quits 

domb» 
With Udings that Jf^naonandBurke would Dotcom;^ 
" For I knew it,** he ciyd, '* both eternally fail. 
The one with his speeches, and f other witii Thrale; 
But no matter, I'll warrant we'll make up the party, 
"With two full as clever, and ten times as hearlgr. 
The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew, 
They both of them meriy, and authors like yon; 
The one writes the Snarler, the other the Scowfe; 
Some think he writes Cinna— he owns to Fanurfe." 
While thus he describ'd them by trade and by name. 
They entered, and dinner was serv*d as they came. 

At the top a fry'd liver and bacon were seen. 
At the bottom was tripe in a swinging tureen; 
At the sides there were spinage and pudding made 

hot; 
In tlie middle a place where the pasty^-was not* 
Now, my lord, as for tripe it's my utter aversioo. 
And your bacon I hate like a Turk or a Persian ; 
So there I sat stuck, like a horse in a po>and. 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round : 
But what ^ez'd me most,was that d—'dScottish rogue, 
With his long*winded speeches, his smiles and his 

brogue : 
And/' madam," quoth he, " may this bit be my poison, 
A prettier dimier I never set eyes on ; 
Pray a slice of your liver, tho' may I be curst. 
But Tve eat of your tripe, till I'm ready to bunt.'' 
*' The tripe, quoth the Jew, with his efaooolate cheek, 
I could dine on this tripe seven days in a week ; 
I like these here dinners so pretty and small; 
But your friend there, the doetor, eats nothing ataO." 
*' O— ho I quoth my friend, heTll oome on in a trices 
He*8 keeping a comer ibr something that^ niee: 
There's a past/*—** a VMit; V* \«9eatod the Jew; 
" I don't cere tf I teep % «acb»c tn^VfiA? 

What the d€ril,mcm»%^*«J^V» t^^i-J^'fcfcVRj. 
" Tho' splitting, VU a\HllLt« «^ «w« 'taR 
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•« We'll all keep a corner," the lady cry*d out; 
*' We*ll all keep a comer, was echoed about." 
While thus we resolv'd and the pasty delayed. 
With looks that quite petrified, entered the maid; 
A visage so sad, and so pale with affright, 
Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtuns by night ; 
But we quickly found out, for who could mbtake her. 
That she came with some terrible news fromthe baker: 
And so it fell out, for that negligent sloven. 
Had shut out the pasty on shutting his oven. 
Sad Philomel thus— but let similies drop— 
And now that I think on't the sloiy may stop. 
To be plain, my good lord, it's butlaboar misplaced. 
To send such good verses to one of your taste ; 
Tou've got an odd something— a kind of discerning— 
A relish— a taste— sicken*d over by learning; 
At least, it's your temper, as very well known. 
That you think very slightly of all .that's your own : 
So perhaps, in your habits of thinking amiss. 
Ton may make a mistake and think slightly of this. 
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CUTHBEBT SHAW. 

MONODT, 

3b tkt Mtmarjf tf m y«mtg Lmif, 

YET do I liTe! O hov shall I sostaia 
This vast unutterable weight of voe ? 
This worse than hunger, poverty, or pain. 

Or all the complicated ills below ? 
She, in whose lifo my hopes were treasor'd all. 
Is f one— for ever fled— 
My dearest Emma's dead ; 
These eyes, these tear-swoln eyes beheld her fU)« 
Ah, no— she lives on some far happier shore. 
She lives— but, cruel thought ! she lives for ma no 
more. 

I, who the tedious absence of a day 

Remov'd, would languish for my charmer's irigfat; 
Would chide the lingering moments for delay. 
And fondly blame the slow return of night; 
How, how shall I endure 
(O misery past a cure!) 
Hours, dajrs, and years, successively to roll. 
Nor ever more behold the comfort of my soul ? 

Was she not all my fondest wish could frame? 

Did ever mind so mudi of heaven partake } 
Did she not love me with the purest flame i 
And give up friends and fortune for my sake ? 
Tho' mild as evening skies. 
With downcast, stseaming eyes, 
Stood the stem frowii of VKporaSkoMVcnwv 
I>Mf to their brutal Uix«atft» ami td0i)DNk \ia ^ 
vow*. 
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XMne then, tome Muse, the saddest of tbe train 
(No more your bard shall dwell on idle lajs,^ 
reach me each moTing melancholy strain, 

And» oh ! discard the pMeantry of phrase: 
[11 suits the flowers of speech with woes like mine! 
Thus, haply, as I paint 
The source of my complaint, 
l|y soul may own th' impassioned Une ; 
i flood of tears may fnsh to my relief, 
ind from my sweUing heart discharge this load of 
grief. 

Toibear, my fond officious friends, forbear 

To wound my ears witii the sad tales jron UAX ; 

' How good she was, how gentle, and how fair I" 

In pity cease— alas ! I know too well 
low in her sweet expressive foce 

Beam'd forth the beauties of her mind, 
ret heighten'd by exterior grace. 

Of manners most engaging, most refin'd. 



Nfo piteous object could she see. 

But her soft bosom shared the woe, 
iHiile smiles of afbbility 

Endeared whatever boon she might bestow. 
WhMtit*er the emotions of her heart. 

Still shone conspicuous in her eyes, 
itranger to eveiy fismale art. 

Alike to feign or to disguise : 

And, oh ! the boast how rare ! 
"he secret in her fidthftal breast repoa'd 
iba ne*er with lawless tongue disdoa'd. 

In secret silence lodged inviolate there. 
)h, fseUe word*— unable to express 
ler matchless virtues, or my own distress. 

lelentless death I that, steelM to human woe, 
With murderous hands deals bavock on mankind. 

Why (crdel I) strike this deprecated blow. 
And l9%w9 inch wretabed mxa^iba^m VkiOkdA 
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When Virtue shall renounce thy power ; 
When thou no more »halt blot the face of day, 
Nor mortals ttemble at thy rigid sway. 
Alas, the day! where'er I turn my eyes. 
Some sad memento of my loss appears ; 
I fly the fatal house-suppress my sighs, 
Resolv'd to dry my unAvaiUng tears: 

But, ah ! in vain— no change of time err i 
The memory can efface 
Of all that sweetness, that enchanting air, 
Now lost; and nought remains but anguish 
despair. 

Where were the delegates of heaven, oh, wh« 

Appointed Virtue's chUdren safe to keep? 
Had Innocence or Virtue been their care, 

She had not died, nor had 1 llv»d to weeps 
Mov'd by my tears, and by her paUence mxn 
To see her force the endearing smile. 
My sorrows to beguile. 
When Torture's keenest rage she prov'd ; ^ 
c..»» »u.^v Ko/i laarAtiA thnt untimely dart. 
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t, oh I if e'er thy Emma's name was de«r» 
e'er thy vows have eharm'd my raviah'd ear ; 
from thy lov'd embrace my he«rt to fain, 
xid friends have frown'd, and fortune BmiTd in 

vain; 
it has been my sole endeavour still 

act in all obsequious to thy will ; 

Watch thy veiy smiles, thy wish to know, 
en only truly blest when thou wert so'; 
[ have doated with that fond excess, 
r Love could add, nor Fortune make it less; 
this Fve done, aird more— K>h{ then be kind 

the dear lovely babe I leave behind, 
len time my once loVd memoiy shall efface, 
ne happier maid may take thy Emma's place, 
th envious eyes thy partial fondness see, 
d hate it for the love thou bor'st to me ! 
f dearest Shaw, forgive a woman's fears ; 
t one word more— I cannot bear thy tears— 
yinise— and I will trust thy faithful vow 
'C have I tried, and ever foudd thee true) 
at to some distant spot thou wilt remove 
is fbtal pledge of hapless Emma's love, 
lere safe thy blandi^ments it may partake,- 
id, oh! be tender for its mothei's sake, 
lit thou ?— 

:now thou wilt— sad silence speaks assent ; 
td in that pleasing hope thy Emma dies content.**- 



who with more than manly strength have b(tfe 

nie various ills impos'd by cruel Fate, 

stain the^rmness of my soul no more; 

3ut sink beneath the weight ; 

St Heaven ! I cried, finmn Memor/s earliest day 

ffo comfort has thy wretched suppliant known ; 

Isfortune still with unrelenting sway, 

Sas claim*d me for her own. 

It, oh! in pity to my grief, restore 

lis oBly source of biiaa; I aik—l «aV no Tnnv^r- 
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Vain hope>-the irrevocable doom is -past, 
£y*ii now she loolcs— she sighs her last- 
Vainly I strive to stay her fleeting breath. 
And, with rebellious heart, protest against her death* 

When the stern ^rant clos*d her lovely eyes. 
How did I rave, untaught to bear the blowf 

With impious wish to tear her from the skiesb 
How curse ray fate in bitterness of woe I 

But whither would this dreadful phrenqr lead i 
Fond man, forbear, 
Tby fhiitless sorrow spare. 

Dare not to tax what heaven's high will decreed; 

In humble revVence kiss the afflictive rod. 

And prostrate bow to an offended God. 

Perhaps kind Heaven in mercy dealt the blow. 

Some saving truth thy roving soul to teach ; 
To wean thy heart from groveling views below. 

And point out bliss beyond Misfortune's reach : 
To shew that all the flattering schemes of joy. 

Which towering Hope so fondly builds in air> 
One faJbal moment can destroy. 

And plunge the exulting maniac in despair. 
Then, oh f with pious fortitude sustain 
Thy present loss— haply thy future gain ; 

Nor let thy Emma die in vain : 
Time shall administer its wonted balm. 
And hush this storm of grief to no unpleeaint calm* 

Thus the poor bird by some disastrous fiste 

Caught and imprison'd in a lonely cage, 
Tom from its native fields, and dearer mate. 
Flutters awhile, and spends its little rage : 
But finding all its efforts weak and viin, 
Ko more it pants and rages for the plain : 
Hfoping awhile, iu tuUen mood 

Droops the sweeit iao«nMK-%aX «%>««% 
IVnnes its light -wUkC^ eikd petdU Va ^a^ 

And meditates the aoim*. J__- 

Serenely ■orrowlnt.br«»tt«*Vto'^S»»» «J»* 
And with ItsplninUve^irwAAVmE %%A*«b*«^^»1P» 
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Forgite me, He«v'ii !— yet, yet the teara will flowt 

To think how toon my scene of bliss is pMtl 
Hy budding joys, just promising to blow. 

All nipt and withered hy one envious blast 1 
"Hy hours that laughing wont to fleet away. 
Hove heavily along; 
Whereas now the sprightly jest, the jocund itrng i 

Time creeps, unconscious of delight; 
How shall I cheat the tedious day ; 

And, oh :^the joyless night ! 
"Where shall I rest my weary head ? 

How shall I find repose on a sad widowM bed ? 

Come, Theban drug,* the wretch's only aid. 
To my torn heart its former peace restore ; 

Thy votary, wrapp'd in thy Lethean shade. 
Awhile shall cease his sorrows to deplore: 

Haply, when lock'd in sleeps embrace. 

Again I shall behold my Emma's face i 
Again with transport hear 
Her voice oft wUspering in my ear; 

Hay steal once more a balmy kiss. 

And taste at least of visionary bliss. 

But, ah ! the unwelcome mom*s obtruding light 
Will all my shadowy schemes of bliss depose. 
Will tear the dear illusion from my sight. 
And wake me to the sense of all my woes: 

If to Uie verdant fields I stray, 
Alas t what pleasures now can these convey ? 
Her lovely form pursues -where'er I go. 

And darkens all the scene with woe. 
By KatureTs lavish bounties dieer'd no mor^ 

Sonowing I rove 

Thro' valley, grot, and grove ; 
Kought can tlMlr beaatiea er my loaf viMoni 
Ko herb^ no plan^ ean aef dws mj ~ 
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Sickness and seirow hovering ronnd my bed. 
Who now with anzions haste shall bring relief 

With lenient hand support my drooping head. 
Aunage my pains, and mitigate my grief? 

Should worldly business call away. 
Who now, shall in my absence fondly moam. 

Count every minute of the loitering day. 
Impatient for my quick return ? 

Should aught my bosom discompose. 
Who now, with sweet complacent air. 

Shall smootiie the rugged brow of Care» 
And soften all ray woes i 
Too fidthful Memory— cease, oh ! cease- 
How shall I e*er regain my peace ? 

{Oh, to forget her!)'-but how vain each art. 

Whilst eveiy virtue lives imprinted on my heart I 

And thou, my little diemb, left behind 

To hear a father's plaints, to share his woes. 
When Reason's dawn informs thy infant mind» 

And thy sweet lisping tongue shall ask the cani^ 
How oft with sorrow shall mine eyes run o*er. 
When, twining round my knees, I trace 
Thy mother's smile upon thy face I - 
How oft to my full heart shait thou restore 
Sad memory of my joys^-ah, now no more I 
By blessints ence eojoy'd now more distresa'd. 
More b^gar by the riches once posaeas*d. 
My little dailing !— dearer to me grown 

Byallthetearsthou*stcans'd— ohi straofetohear! 
Bought with a life yet dearer than thy own. 
Thy cradle purchaa'd with thy mother's bi«r ; 
Who now shall seek with fond delight 
Thy infant steps to guide aright ? 
She^ who with doating eyas would gaia 
On all thy Utde uMnu ways. 
By all thy aoft eaA«HnDfiaA»V^«9u, 
^nd daap thee oft with tfaKy«t v>' 
Alas ! in gone— Tftfc a^rtlfc «hwa "gNw* 
A fmthei'i dcw«s^ twiAwait Vn*\ 



< 
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id, O sweet senseless smiler (envied state I) 
.3 yet unconscious of tby hapless fate, 
Wlien years tby judcment shall mature. 
And Beason shews those ills it cannot cure* 

Wilt thou, a father's gtief f assuace. 
For virtue prove the Husnix of the earth 
(Like her, thy mother died to five tiiee birtbj 
And be the comfort of my age I 

When sick and languishing I lie. 

Wilt thou my Emma's wonted care supply ? 

And, oft as to thy listening ear. 
Thy mother's virtues and her fate I teil. 

Say, wilt thou drop the tender tear. 
Whilst on the mournful theme I dwell i 
Then fondly stealing to thy father's side. 

Whene'er thou seest the soft distress. 
Which I would vainly seek to hide. 

Say, wilt thou strive to make it less ? 
To soothe my sorrows all thy cares employ. 
And in my cop of grief infuse one drop of joy ? 



AN EVENING ADDRESSTO ANIOHTINOALE. 

o WEET bird! that, kindly perdiing near, 
^ Foure^t thy plaints melodious in mine ear. 
Not, like base worldlings, tutor'd to forego 
The melancholy haunts of woe ; 

Thanks for tby sorrow>soothing strain : 
For, surely, thou hast known to prove, 
like me, the pangs of hapless love; 

Else why so feelingly complain. 
And with tby piteons notes thus sadden all the grove? 

Say, dost thou nonm thy ravish'd mate. 
That oft enamoured on thy straini has hoaf f 

Or has the cruel hand of Fate 
Bereft thee of thy darling young P 
Alat ! for both I ^«ep ; 
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In all the pride of yoathful channtt 

A beauteous bride torn f>oni ray drcliof aims I 

A loveiy babe that should have llv'd to Men, 

And fill my doating esres with frequent tMn» 
At once the source of rapture and distress. 

The flattering prop of my decUninf years I 
In vain from death to rescue I essay'd. 

By ev'ry art that science could devise | 
Alas ! it langubh'il for a mother's aid, 

And wing'd its flight to seek her in the skies. 
Then, oh ! our comforts be the same. 

At evening's peaceful hour, 
To shun the noisy paths of wealth and fame. 

And breathe our sorrows in this lonely bow^. 

But why, alas! to thee complain, 
To thee—unconscious of my painP • 
Soon Shalt thou cease to mourn thy lot severe 
And hail the dawning of a happier year: 
The genial warmth of joy-renewing spring 
Again shall plume thy shatter'd wing; 
Again thy lit^e heart shall transport prove, 
Again shall flow thy notes responsive to thy love* 
But, oh I for me in vain may seasons roll. 

Nought can dry up the fountain of my tears: 
Deploring still the comfort of my soul, 
I count my sorrows by increasing years. 

Tell me, thou Syren Hope, deceiver, say. 

Where is the promis*d period of my woet t 
Full three long, lingering years hav« roll'd %ingr^ 
And yet I weep, a stranger to repoae : 
O what delusion did thy tongue employ I 
" That Emma's fktal pledge of love. 

Her last bequMt, with all a mother^ cvi^ 
The bittemesi of tonow Ai«b\4 t«GB«n«« 
Soften the horron ot Aesfii^t 
And cheer a h«aat \on« ^aKt \» Vs|V* 
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How oft, when fondlinc in my armi, 
Ouing enraptor'd on its angel-face. 

My soul the mase of Fate would yainly trace. 
And burn with all a father's fond alarms! 
And oh what flattering scenes had fancy feign'dl 
How did I rave of blessings yet in store ! 
mi eVry aching sense was sweetly pain'd. 

And my full heart could bear, nor tongue could 
utter more. 
** Just Heaven !" I cried, with recent hopes elate, 

*'Yet will I live— will live, tho* Emma's dead; 
So long bow'd down beneath the storms of fate. 

Yet will I ruse my woe-d^ected head ! 
My little Emma, now my all. 

Will want a father's care ; 
Her looks, her wants, my rash resolves recal, 

And for her sake the ills of life I'll bear : 
And oft together we'll complain, 

Complaint the only bliss my soul can know. 
From me my child shall learH tlie mournful strain. 

And pratUe tales of woe. 
And, oh! in that auspicious hour. 
When Fate resigns her persecuting powV, 
With duteous zeal her hand shall close, 

No more lo weep, my sorrow-streaming eyes. 
When death gives misery repose. 
And opes a glorious passage to the skies." 

Vain thought! it must not be— she too is dead; 

The flatfring scene is o'er; 
My hopes for ever, ever fled ; 

And vengeance can no more. 
Crush'd by misfortune, blasted by disease. 

And none-none left to bear a friendly part ! 
To meditate my welfare, health, or ease. 

Or soothe the anguish of an ^^rhing heart I 
Vow all one gloomy Mjene, ta\ w^^cwaf^ ^swSji, 

With lement hand (oh faOsely dwwsf A «w«*^> 
Shall kindly •top my gii«f-e»lit»srt«A ^K«»»»« 
And dry up ev^ry tear. 
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Feriiaps, obsequioiu to my will. 

But, ah! from my afibctioiis Ar remo¥*dl 
The last sad office stranfen may fulfil* 
As if I ne'er had been belov'd ; 
: As if, unconsdoos of poetic fire, 
I ne'er had touch'd the tramblinf lyre; 
As if my nifgard hand ne'er dealt relief. 
Nor my heart melted at another's grief. 

Tet, while this weaxy life shall last, 
yhule yet my tongue can form th' impaaskm'd 

strain. 
In piteous accents shall the muse complain. 
And dwell with fond delay on blessings past : 
For oh how grateful to a wounded heart. 
The tale of misery to impart ! 
From others' eyes bid artless sorrows flow. 
And raise esteem upon the base of woe! 
Even He,* the noblest of the tuneful throng. 

Shall deign my love-lorn tale to hear. 
Shall catch the soft contagion of my song^ 
And pay my pensive Muse the tribute of a tear. 

* Lord Lyttettoo. 
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OWEN OF CARRON. 

f\^ CaiTon*8 side the primrose pale* 
^^ Why does it wear a purple hue ? 
Te maidens fair of Marlivale, 
Why stream your eyes -with Pity's dew i 

Tis all with gentle Owen's blood 
That purple grows the primrose pale % 

That Kty pours the tender flood 
From each fair «ye in Ifarlivale. 

The evening star sate in his «ye. 
The sun his golden tresses gave^ 

The north's pure morn her orient 4yc> 
To him who rests in yonder gnvq! 

Beneath no high, historic stone. 
Though nobly bom, is Ow.en laid, 

Stretch'd on the green wood's lap alone. 
He sleeps beneath the waving shade. 

There many a flowery race hath sprung. 
And fled before the mountain gale. 

Since first his simple dirge ye sung ; 
Te maidens figdr of Harlivale I 

Yet still, when May with fragrant feet 
Hath wander'd o'er your meads of gold. 

That dirge I hear so simply sweet 
Far echoed from each evening fold. 

rrwas In the pride of William's* day, 

When Scotlaad's honours flouxiikifd iMiS^v 
That MonyB ear!, with mii(hty «w«yt 
Bore rule o'er many a RigbU&d YSCL. 

• WIUhM Am lioft, ttn «l 
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And fiur for him their fruitful store 
The fairer plains of Cairon spread; 

In fortune rich, in offspring poor, 
An only daughter cro^n'd his bed. 

Oh! write not poor^the wealth that flows 
In waves of gold round India's throne. 

All in her shining breast that flows. 
To Ellen's charms, were earth and stone. 

For her the youth of Scotland sigh'd, 
The Frenchman gay, the Spaniard grav«. 

And smoother Italy applied. 
And many an English baron brav^. 

In vain by foreign arts assail'd, 
"So foreign loves her breast beguile. 

And England's honest valour fiul'd» 
Paid with a cold, but courteous smile* 

'Ah ! woe to thee, young Nithisdale, 

That o'er thy cheek those roses stray'd ; 
Thy breath, the violet of the vale. 
Thy voice, the music of the shade t 

'Ah I woe to thee, that Ellen's love 
Alone to thy soft tale would yield ! 

For soon those gentle arms shall prove 
The conflict of a ruder field.' 

'Twas thus a wayward sister spoke. 
And cast a rueful glance behind. 

As from her dim wood-glea she bn>k^ 
And mounted on the moaning wind* 

She spoke and vanish'd«>more munov'd 
Than Moray's rocks, n^en storms invest. 

The valiant youth by Ellen lov'd 
With aught that fisar, or fafet ivggest. 

Por Love, metUjikft, \vBftk vvn^c ^ ^<^ 
The aoul beyond a -wlfur i.\»te\ 

The* iinconq.aei'd baxmwa Yi« dSBe\a9% 
CoAtrol our €bkb, nd to oi> f»M* 
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in. 

TvM when, on sammei's softest eve. 
Of clouds that wandei'd west away. 

Twilight with c^ntle hand did weave 
Her fairy robe of night and day. 

When all the moontain gales were still. 
And the wave slept against the shore, 

And the sun', sunk beneath the hill. 
Left his last smile on Lemmennore : 

Led by those waking dreams of thought 

That warm the young unpractis'd breast. 
Her wonted bower sweet Ellen sought. 
And Carron murmur'd near, and soothed her into 
rest 

IV. 

There is some kind and courtly sprite 
That o'er the realm of Fancy reigns. 

Throws sunshine on the mask of night. 
And smiles at Slumber's poweriess chains : 

TIs told, and I believe the tale. 
At this soft hour that sprite was there. 

And spread with fairer flowers the vale. 
And fill'd with sweeter sounds the air. 

A bower he fram'd (for he could frame 
What long might weaiy mortal wight ; 

Swift as the lightning's raind flame 
Darts on the unsuspecting sight :> 

Such bower he fram'd with magic hand. 
As well that wisard bard hath wove. 

In scenes where fur Armida's wand 
Wav'd all the witcheries of love. 

Tet it was wroofht in timp&e show ; 
Nor IndUn minei nor onient sAhqina 
Bmd lent their f lories here to ilow* 
Orjrielded befo their eliliABc ttaicet* 



il 
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The woodbine lent n«t .. 
That loves to weave the lovers ww.. 

The ash, that courts the mountain*air, 
In all her painted blooms array'd, 

The wildinc's blossom blushing: fair, 
Comlun'd to form the flowery shade. 

With thyme that loves the brown hill's breast^ 
The cowslip's sweet reclining: head, 

The violet of sky-woven vest, 
Was all the foiry fround bespread. 

Bat, who is he, whose locks so fair 
Adown his manly shoulders flow ? 

Beside him lies the hunter's spear, 
Beside him sleeps the warrior's bow. 

He bends to £llen~(gentle sprite. 
Thy sweet seductive arts forbear) 

He courts her arms with fond delight. 
And instant vanishes in air. 

V. 
'--iH at early dawn 
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Scarce had one pale moon paaa'd awaj. 

And fill'd her silver urn again, 
When in the devioua chase to stray. 

Afar ftt>ni all his woodland train, 

To Carron*s banks his fate consignM, 

And, all to shun the fervid hour. 
He sought some friendly shade to find. 

And found the visionary bower. 

VI. 
Led by the golden star of Love, 

Sweet Ellen took her wonted way. 
And in the deey-dof«ading grove 

Sought refuge from the fervid day— 

Oh i—Who is he whose ringlets fair 

Disorder'd o*er his green vest flow, 
Reclin'd in rest— whose suni^ hair 

Half hides the fair cheek's ardent glow ? 

Tis he, that sprite's illusive guest, 
(Ah me! that sprites can fate control 1) 

Tliat lives still imaged on her breast. 
That lives still pictured in her soul. 

As when some gentle spirit fled 

From earth to breathe elysian air. 
And, in the train whom we call dead. 

Perceives its long*lov*d partner there ; 

Soft, sudden pleasure rushes o*er. 

Resistless, o'er its airy frame, 
To find its future fate restore 

The object of its former flame. 

So Ellen stood— 4e8s power to move 
Had he, who, bound in Slombet's chain, 

Seem'd haply, o*er his hills to rove. 
And wind his woodland chase again. 

She stood, but Crembied— mingled feax» 
And fbnd delight, and melting lov^ 
Sieg'd all her soul ; the came not ne«r, 
Sb0 came not near that fated cro^e. 
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She strives to fly^from wiiani's wand 
As well might powerless captive fljr^ 

The new-KTopt. flower falls from her lund— 
Ah ! fall not with that flower to die! 

VII. 

Hast thou not seen some asnre gleam 
Smile in the morning's orient eye. 

And skirt the reddening cloud's soft beam 
What tinie the sun was hasting nigh i 

Thou hast— and thon canst fkacy well 
As any Muse that meets thine ear. 

The soul-set eye of Nithisdale, 
When wakM, it fix'd on Ellen near. 

Silent they gas'd— that silence broke ; 

' Hail goddess of these groves, (he cried J 
O let me wear thy gentle yokel 

O let me in thy service bide! 

' For thee I'll climb the mountain steep, 
Unwearied chase the destin'd prey ; 

For thee ril pierce the wild-wood deep. 
And part the sprays that vex thy way ; 

' For thee*— 'O stranger, cease, (she siddj) 
And swift away, like Daphne, flew ; 

But Daphne's flight was not dday'd 
By aught that to her bosom grew. 

Twas AtalanU's golden fhrit. 

The fond idea that confin'd 
Fair EUen's steps, and bloisM bia rait. 

Who was not far, not tu behind. 

vni. 

O Love ! witlun those pAd«Ek ^a\«m 

Those genial airs w\iec« ^aoaa ^ti^ Vink\ 
Where Nature. ll>tei^u« QKy witlt tx&M« 
X<ean« oa the rwy Vteult rflto^^ 
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Where the sweet Smiles, the Graces dwell. 
And tender sighs the heart remove. 

In silent eloquence to tell 
Thy tale, O soul-subdoinc Love ! 

Ah I wherefore should grim Rage be nigh. 
And dark Distrust, with changeful &ce. 

And Jealousy's reverted eye 
Be near thy fair, thy fovour'd place ? 

IX. 
Earl Barnard was of high degree. 

And lord of many a lowland hind ; 
And long for Ellen love had he. 

Had love, but not of gentle k^d. 

Trom Moray's halls her absent hour 

He watch'd with all a miser's care ; 
The wide domain, the princely dower 

Made Ellen more than Ellen fair. 

Ah, wretch ! to think the liberal soul 

May thus with fair affection parti 
Though Lothian's vales thy sway control,. 

Know, Tiothian is not worth one heart. 

Studious he marks her absent hour. 
And, winding far where Carron flows. 

Sudden he sees the fi&ted bower. 
And red rage on his dark brow glows* 

For who is he?— Tis l^ithisdalel 
And that fair form with arm redin'd 

On his?— Tis Ellen of the vale, 
Tis she (O powers of vengeance I) kind. 

Should he that vengeance swift pursue i 
17o— that would, all his hopes destroy 3 

Moray would vanish from hb view. 
And rob him of a miaer^ joy. 

Unseen to Monyu liaUa Iw h ina^ 
He calls bit jJavcs, his raftaa )miiA» 
Aad, 'Hastm to yomditr vowm, (hit crtM>> 
Aad ambathi'd Urn tf Cvntf « 
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' What time ye mark from bower or flea 

A gentle lady take ber way. 
To distance dae, and far fipom ken. 

Allow her lengtii of time to stray ; 

' Then ransack straight that range of groves :^ 
With hunter's spear, and vest of green. 

If chance, a rosy stripling roves,— 
Te well can aim yoar arrows keen.* 

And now the ruffian slaves are nigh. 
And Ellen takes her homeward way : 

Though stay'd by many a tender sigh. 
She can no longer, longer stay. ' 

Pensive, against yon poplar pale 

The lover leans his gentle heart. 
Revolving many a tender tale. 

And wondering still how they could part. 

' Three arrows pierc'd the desert air. 
Ere yet his tender dreams depart ; 
And one struck deep his forehead hii. 
And one went through his gentie heartt 

Love's waking dream is lost in sleep- 
He lies beneath yon poplar pale ; 

Ah ! could we marvel ye should weep ; 
Te maidens fair of Marlivale! 

Z. 

When all the mountain gales were still. 
And the wave slept against the shore. 

And the sun, sunk beneath the hill. 
Left his last smile on Lnnmermore ; 

Sweet Ellen takes her woated wsy 

Along the fUry>ftetm'd vale : 
Bright o'er his wave does Carron play, 

And soon she'll meet bar NtthiBdale. 

She'll meet him bqou— ftn afclnat Aii£b& 

Swift as tha monufciiii dnet Yua i««&\ 
The eveninf shades iilA t&ik \](i v^KdoXf- 
. Where art thoa» lBit«tolVw«»*«^^ 
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XI. 



tdotayt aplcmdid inio. 
Their mlaU-ess dear, at midoiglii boor' 

Her weepiQC maidsni leek li „jg^' 
Her .pillow swell* not ii»ep irilii Oa^ 

For her .,0 b-Im. their .w«t. ^1 
Her liml» are 00 the p.16 '-rftbr^y^' 

PreuM by her lovely cheek u pj."' 
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Blow, wildly o-er her bwutto^ . 
As the soft star of orient il,,_ "a^^ 

When clouds InvDln hb „^ 
Darts thro' the cloom ■ li»iiWea."'>t, 

And leave" the world out, ii,J'*> 
Returning life fUnme* ier jy, ^* l^ 

,_^ .. .., l«.«nid ort, n_i "tti 

• bloody ■mo^l'U. 
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The morn is on the mountains spremd. 
The woodlark trills his liquid strain— 

Can morn's sweet music rouse the dead ? 
Give the set eye its soul again i 

A shepherd of that sentler mind 
Which Nature not profusely yields. 

Seeks in these lonely shades to find 
Some wanderer from his little fields. 

Aghast he stands—and simple fear 

O'er all his paly visage glides— 
' Ah me ! what means this misery here ? 

What fate this lady fiair betides ?' 

He bears her to his friendly home. 
When life, he finds, has but retir'd ;— 

With haste he frames the lover'^ tomb. 
For his is quite, is quite expired I 

xiir. 

* O hide me in thy humble bower,* 

(Returning late to life she said ;) 
'I'll bind thy crook with many a flower; 

With many a rosy wreath thy head. 

'Good shepherd, haste to yonder grove^ 

And, if my love asleep is laid, 
Ohl wake him not; but softly move 

Some pillow to that gentle head. 

'Sure, thou wilt know hioi, shepherd swain, 
Thou know'st the sun rise o'er the 

But oh ! no lamb in all thy tndn 
Was e'er so mild, so mild as he.* 

'His head is on the 'wood4(yMa\tUkV 
I did not wake hit ilondbfeK dne^^ 
Sweet siiics the redhnut «?« ^te 
Wlv> ffentle lady, irav^ J«» »w»T \^. 
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As flowers that £ade in burning da^. 

At evening find the dew-drop dear. 
But fiercer feel the noon-tide ray. 

When soften'd by the nightly tear ; 

Returning in the flowing tear. 
This lovely flower, more sweet than they. 

Found her fair soul, and, wandering near. 
The stranger, Reason, cross'dher way. 

Found her fair soul— Ah ! so to find 
Was but more dreadful grief to know ! 

Ah ! sure, the privilege of mind 
Can not be worth the wish of woe. 

XIV. 

On Melancholy's silent urn 

A softer shade of sorrow falls, 
But Ellen can no more return, 

"No more return to Moray's halls. 

Beneath the low and lonely shade 
The slow-conSuming hour she'll weep. 

Till Nature seeks her last-left aid. 
In the sad, sombrous arms of sleep. 

' These jewels, all unmeet for me, 
Shalt thoo (she said) good shepherd, take; 

These gems will purchase gold for thee. 
And these be thine for Ellen's sake. 

* So fail thou not, at eve and mom. 
The rosemary's pale bough to bring- 

Tbou know'st where I was found forlorn- 
Where thou bast heard the redbreast sing. 

. Heedful Til tend thy fiocki the wUle, 

Oraid tl^ abepbmdmt'* wra. 
#bsr I will abmn her humbla tflU, . 
Aad J bar AiendlT' noi wlU itagtj ^^ 

Vol. JI. T ' . . 
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JOBS LANGHORKE. 

re thy featare, wear thine eye, 
•8 some feelings of thy heart; 
t thou their lov*d hearts deny 
their fair, their proper part.' 

XVIII. 

of Lothian's fertile vale 
d Ellen, claims thy hand ; 
3w'st not that thy Kithisdale 
w laid by his ruffian-band : 

"ay, with unfather'd eyes, 
n fur Lothian's fertile dale, 
ats human sacrifice, 
t the Grecian painter's veil. 

d Love ! thy bard shall own, 
two congenial souls unite, 
en chain inlaid with down, 
op with Heaven's own splendoi 

radiant star of love, 
en ! smile on thy fair rite, 
1 a wretched weight shall prov( 
ap a sad sepulchral light. 

XIX. 

has lime's slow wandering wii 
nany a year unmark'd with spe 
the boy by Carron's spring, 
und his vale-flowers with the r 

hose flowers he binds no more 
f charm returns again ; • 

It, Nature, keeps in store 
t joys for her little train. 

r heed the sun-beam bright 
lys on Carron's breast he caii> 
IS lent her quivering ligh^ 
»wa the cbeqoer'd field of mis 



f 



sat thoughtful ^^^ ^^y,i 

„ I an bol » ^^"^ .Hrf binds oy*'"^ 
„ I, ere but .j^,, 

, .dy you*\ '^ ^*^«»; 
Ah. lovely y tetitXe^»-Bi«^ 

Xb« fiw* ** 



JOHN LANGH0R9E. Sir 

Bis little heart is large with love : 

He sweetly hails his eveniAf star. 
And Fate's more pointed arrows move, 

Jnsidious, from his eye afar. 

XZIII. 

The shepherdess, whose kindly care 
Had watch'd o'er Owen's infant breath. 

Mast now their silent manaons shar^ 
Whom lime leads calmly down to Death: 

' O tell me, parent if thou art. 

What is this lovely picture dear i 
Why wounds its mournful eye my heart. 

Why flows from mine the* anbidden tear T— 

' Ah ! youth ! to leave thee loth am I, 

Though I be not thy parent dear ; 
And wouldst Uiou wish, or ere I die. 

The story of thy birth to hear ? 

' But it will make thee much bewail, 
And it will make thy fair eye swell'— 

She said, and told the woesome tale. 
As sooth as shepherdess might tell. 

xxrv. 

The heart that, sorrow doom*d to share. 
Has worn the frequent seal of woe. 

Its sad impressions learns to bear. 
And finds, full oft, its ruin slow : 

But when that seal is first imprest^ 
When the young heart its pain ^all try. 

From the soft, yielding, trembling breast^ 
Oft seems the startled soul to fly. 

Yet ffed not Owen's— wild amaze 
la palenesM cloth'd, and lifted Viwidft» 
And horrofa dread, unmeamns VO»% 
Mvk the poor ttotae* as it siwoA*. 



^^''^.^ ri» ••« •■" !^%id died. 

•O picture t«'^„,d«.yb»rt^: 
.O^utets-r^e^r' 

•ret. *• •* " ,,ole bet boor" 

Oft to» ^le ' by «W "^ thM dew' 
TW* Wtr she W ,,, u,ee 

O'er » ** " 1,.-. to-*** '*!X «» >»** 



JOHN LANGHORNE. 

sene he chose, this scene assign'd 
urent's first embrace to wait» 
nany a soft fear fiU'd his miad, 
ions for his tbnd letter's fate. 

ind that bore those lines of love, 
well-informinf bracelet bore— 
lay they not unproeperous prove ! 
safely pass yon dangerofis door ! 

xxviir. 

omes not;-~can she then delay?* 
1 the fair youth, and dropt a tear-^ 
ever filial love could say, . 
er I said, and call'd her ife«r. 

:oines->Oh ! no>>encircled round 
some ntde chief with many a spe^r : 
pleas tale that earl has found— 
ne 1 my heart !—for her I fear.* 

Dder tale that earl had read, 
re it reach'd liis lady's eye, 
irk hroir wears a cloud of red, 
ige he deems a rival nigh. 

XXIX. 
er— those locks that wav'd in gold. 
: wav'd adown those cheeks so fiiir, 
h*d in the gloomy tyrant's hold, 
g from the sever'd head in air ; 

ttreaming head he joys to bear 
orrid guise to Lothian's halls ; 
lis grim ruffians place it there, 
:t upon the frowning walls. 

ital tokens forth he drew-^ 

ow'st thou these— Ellen of the vale r 

ictur'd bracelet toon she knew, 

. soon her lovely cheek grew pale.^ 

-embling victim straight he led, 
yet her soul** first fear was o'er ; 
>iated to the ghastly head— 
gBW'-and aunk, to rise no more* 
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TB0MA8 PENROSE. 

TO MISS SLOCOCK» 

OF NEWBURY, BERKS, 

Written m hoard the Ambusemde^ Jan. 6tJk. 1763; m 
short time Ufor* the attack rf Nova Colomm d» 
Sacramento^ in the river of Plate, 

fTlHE Fates ordain, we must ob^ ; 
-^ This, this is doom'd to be the daj; 

The hour of war draws near: 
• The ea«N crew with busy care 
Their instruments of death prepare^ 

And banish eveiy fear. 

The martial trumpets call to arms. 
Each breast with such an ardour wanns» 

As Britons only know : 
The flag of battle waving high. 
Attracts with joy each Briton's eye ; 

With terror strikes the foe. 

Amidst this nobly awful scene. 
Ere yet fell slaughter's rage begin. 

Ere Death hb conquests swell ; 
Let me to Love this tribute pay. 
For Polly frame the parting lay ; 

Perhaps, my last farewell : 

For since, full low among the dead. 
Must many a gallant youth be lud. 

Ere this day*s work b« o^«c *, 
Perhaps e'en 1, with jojfuX «y«» 
Who saw this mon^g** van •iVi«» 
Shall see it s«t no moc«. 



THOliAS PENROSE. 321 

Mf love, that ever burnt so true, 
llMit but for thee no wishes knew ; 

My heart's fond, best desire ! 
Shall be remember*d e'en in death, 
And only with roy latest breath. 

With life's last pang expire. 

And when, dear maid, my fote you hear, 
(Sure love like mine demands one tear, 

Demands one heart*folt sigh) 
My past sad errors. O forgive ! 
Let my few virtues only live. 

My follies with me die. 

Bat hark ! the voice of batUe calls; 
Loud thundering from the toweiy walls 

Kow roars the hostile gun ; 
Adieu, dear maid !— with ready feet* 
I go prepared the worst to meet, 

Thy will, O Ood^ be done ! 



ELEGY ON LEAVING THE RIVEB, OF PLATE, 

After the umaccesiftri attack of Nova Colonia do 8acra>> 
aento, by the Loni Clire of 64 gam, the Ambnicade 
of 40, and the Gloria of 98, in whidi the former was 
unfortnnately baraed, with the greateat part of her 
crew;* and the two latter obliged to retire in a verf 
shattered condition. 

WHILE the torn vessel stems her labouring way. 
Ere yon blue hills sink ever from roy view; 
LiCt me to sorrow raise the tribute-lay ; 
And Uke of them my long, my last adieu I 

Adieu ! ye walls ; thou fatal stream farewell ; 

By war's sad chance beneath whose muddy wave 
pull many a gallant youth untimely fciV, 

FuJJ many a Briton found an early fpvre. 

# Oat of 940 penoj» on board» ciAy 1« «iieav*^ 
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tnimpet-l call no marc >wali« Oh 
ic b.lllt'11 MiM they now iball ba 
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UR WILLIAM BLACKSTONE. 

FAREWELL TO THE MUSE. 

by some tyrants stem command, 
k wretch forsakes his native land, 
reif n climes condemnM to roam, 
ndless exile from his home : 
▼e he treads the destin*d vray, 
dreads to fo, nor dares to stay ; 
in some neifhb'rinc moontain's brow 
tops and turns his eyes below ; 
) melting at the well-known view, 
s a last tear and bids adieu ! 
thus doom'd from thee to part. 
Queen of Fancy and of Art : 
ctant moye with doubtful mind, 
top and often look behind ! 
>anion of my tender age, 
lely gay and sweetly sage; 
blithesome were we wont to rore, 
erdant hill or shady grove ; 
re fervent bees with humming voic^ 
nd the honied oak r^oice ; 
aged elms with awful bend, 
•ng cathedral walks extend, 
d by the lapse of gliding floods^ 
ir'd by the warbling of the woods ; 
blest my days, my thoughts how fre^ 
reet society with thee ! 
I ail was joyous— all was young, 
years unheeded roird along, 
now the pleaung dream is o'er, 
m scenes must diarm me now no more ! 
, to the field and torn fix>m you'-^ 
well I— a long— a last adieu I 
wrangling courts and stubborn Lmt, 
note and crowds and dUes dtw. 
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SIR WILLIAM BLACKSTOKE. 985 

Where mixM, yet uniform, appears 
The wisdom of a thousand years 1 
In that pure spring the bottom view. 
Clear, deep, and regularly true. 
And other doctrines thence imbibe. 
Than lark within the sordid scribe : 
Observe how parts with parts unite 
In one harmonious rule of right ; 
See countless wheels distinctly tend 
By various laws to one great end ;. 
While nighty Alfred's piercing soyl 
Pervades and regulates the whole. 
Then welcome business, welcome strift, 
Welcome the cares, the thorns of life ; 
The visage wan, the pur4>lind sight. 
The toil by day, the lamp at xught ; 
The tedious forms, the solemn prate. 
The pert dispute, the dull debate; 
The drow^ bench, the babbling hall; 
Jor thee, fair Justice, welcome all ! 

Thus tho' my noon of life be pass*d, 
Tet let my setting sun, at las^ ' 
Find out the still, the rural cell. 
Where sage Retirement loves to dwell ! 
There let me taste the home-felt bliia 
Of innocence, and inward peace ; 
Untainted by the guilty bribe; 
TJncurs'd amid the harpy tribe; 
Ko orphan's cry to wound my ear ; 
My honour, and my conscience clear: 
Thus may I calmly meet my end. 
Thus to the grave in peace descend! 
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MICHAEL BRUCE. 327 

On the green furze, clothed o'er with golden blooms 
That fill the air with fragrance all around. 

The linnet sits, and tricks his glossy plumes. 
While o'er the wild his broken notes resound. 

While the sun journeys down the western sky, 
Alonf the green sward, mark'd with Roman 
mound. 

Beneath the blithsome ^epherd*s w&tchful eye. 
The cheerful lambkins dance and frisk around. 

Now is the time for those who wisdom love. 
Who love to walk in Virtue's flowery road. 

Along the lovely paths of Spring to rove. 
And follow Nature up to Nature's God. 

Thus Zoroaster studied Nature's laws ; 

Thus Socrates, the wisest of mankind ; 
Thus heav'n-taught Plato trac'd the' Almighty cause. 

And left the wondering multitude behind. 

Thus Adiley gathered academic bays; 

Thus gentle Thomson, as the Seasons roll. 
Taught them to sing the great Creator's praise, 

And bear their poet's name from pole to pole. 

Thus have I walk'd along the dewy lawn ; 

My frequent foot the blooming wild hath worn ; 
Before the lark I've sung the beauteous dawn. 

And gather'd health from all the gales of morn. 

And, ev'n when Winter chill'd the aged year, 
I wander'd lonely o'er the hoary plain : 

Though firosty Boreas wam'd me to forbear, 
Boreas, with all his tempests, wamM in vain. 

Then, sleep my nights, and quiet blessM my days; 

I feared no loss, my Mind was all my store ; 
No anxious wishes e'er dtsturb'd my ease ; 

Heav'n gave content and health— I ask'd no more. 

Now, Spring returns : but not to me returns 
The vernal joy my better years have known ; 

Dim in my breast life's dying t^>er bums. 
And all the joys of lifo irittx h«iX\3;^ %sft ttfsrv^.. 
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Starting and shiverinf in the* inconstant wind. 
Meagre and pale, the ghost of what I was. 

Beneath some Masted tree I lie reclin'd. 
And count the silent moments as they pass : 

The winged moments, whose unstaying speed 
Vo art can stop, or in their course arrest ; 

Whose flight shall shortly count me with the dead, 
And lay me down in peace with them that rest. 

Oft moming.dreams presage approaching fate ; 

And morning-dreams, as poets tell, are true : 
Led by pale ghosts, 1 enter Death's dark gate. 

And bid the realms of light and life adieu. 

I hear the helpless wall, the shriek of woe ; 

I see the muddy wave, the dreary shore. 
The sluggish streams that slowly creep below, • 

Which mortals visit, and return no more. 

Farewell, ye blooming fields ! ye cheerful plains ! 

Enough for me the church-yard*s lonely mound, 
Where melancholy with still silence reigns. 

And the rank grass waves o'er the cheerless ground* 

There let me wander at the shut of eve. 
When sleep sits dewy on the labourer's eyes ; 

The world and all its busy follies leave, 
And talk witli Wisdom where my Daphnis lies. 

There let me sleep forgotten in tlie clay. 
When death shall shut these weaiy aching oyes; 

Rest in the hopes of an eternal day, 
Till the long night is gone, and the last mom arise. 
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THOMAS WART ON. 

THE SUICIDE. 

T>EN£ATH the beech, -whose branches bare^ 
-^ Smit with the lightaing's '^vid glare, 

Overhang the craggy road» 
And whistle hollow as the wave ; 
Within a solitary grave, 
A Slayer of himself holds his accars'd abode. 

Lour'd the grim morn, in murky dies 
Damp mists involv'd the scowling skies. 

And dimmed the struggling day ; 
As by the brook, that lingering laves 
Ton rush-grown moor with Sable waves. 
Full of the dark resohre he took his sullen way. 

I marked his desultory pace. 

His gestures strange, and varying face. 

With many a mutter'd sound ; 
And ah ! too late aghast I view'd 
The reeking blade, the hand embnxed ; 
He fell, and groaning grasp*d in agony the groand. 

Full many a melancholy night 

He watch'd the slow return of light ; 

And sought the powers of sleep. 
To spread a momentary calm 
O'er his sad couch, and in the balm 
Of bland oblivion's dews his burning eyes to steep* 

Full oft, unknowing and unknown. 
He wore his endless noons alon^ 

Amid the^ autumnal wood ; 
Oft was he wont* in hasty fit. 
Abrupt the social board to qvi^ 
And gase with eager glance upon th« tomliUauc 
flood. 



SSO THOMAS WARTON. 

Beckoning the wretch to torments neWt 

Despair, for ever in his view, 
A spectre pale, appear'd ; 

AVhile, as the shades of eve arose. 

And brought th« day's unwelcome close. 
More horrible and huge her giantrshape she rear*d. 

' Is this,' misUken Scorn will cry, 
' Is this the youth whose genius high 

Could build the genuine rhyme i* 
Whose bosom mild the favouring Muse 
Had stor'd with all her ample views. 
Parent of fairest deeds, and purposes sublime. 

Ah ! from the Muse that bosom mild 
By treacherous magic was beguil'd. 

To strike the deathfiil blow : 
She fill'd his soft ingenuous mind 
With many a feeling too refin'd. 
And rousM to livelier pangs his wakeful sense of mt. 

Though doom'd hard penury to prove. 
And the sharp stings of hopeless love : 

To griefs congenial prone, 
More wounds than nature gave he knew, 
While misery's form his fancy drew 
In dark ideal hues, and horrors not its own. 

Then wish not o'er his earthly tomb 
The baleful nightshade's lurid bloom 

To drop its deadly dew : 
Nor oh ! forbid the twisted thorn. 
That rudely binds his turf forlorn, 
With Spring's green-swelling buds to vegetate anew. 

What though no marble-piled bust 
Adorn his desolated dust, - 

With speaking sculpture wrought? 
Pity shall woo the weeping Nine, 
To build a visionary shrine, 
HuDg with unfading flowers, from fiury regioiie 
broaght. 




f," »»i« With h/j T '"<«•.• 

. ^° «i'<l hi. darletw .'"''* «PPear 

^««. what first i> w^ '*'*'*^ave 
, 3Tbj tribotarp k ^'^Wn'd to #1.1 

eat/,. ni Ut hwid bi^ ^ii^Umsm 



1 ' 



■ 



*■: 



332 THOMAS WARTON. 

TIIE PLEASURES OF MELANCHOLY. 1745. 



M' 



-x^P recipe lujpibrei 
Cantof, Melpomene !— 

OTHER of musins^, Contemplation sage, 
Wiiose grotto stands upon the topmost rock 
Of Teneriff; 'mid the tempestuous night. 
On which, in calmest meditation held» 
Thou hear'st with howling winds the beating ndA 
And drifting hail descend ; or if the skies 
Unclouded shine, and through the blue serene 
Pale Cynthia rolls her silver>axled car. 
Whence gazing stedfast on the spangled vault 
Raptur'd thou sitt'st, while murmurs indistinct 
Of distant billows soothe thy pensive ear 
With hoarse and hollow sounds ; secure, self-bletti 
There oft thou listen'st to the wild uproar 
Of fleets encountering, that in whispers low 
Ascends the rocky summit, where thou dwell'st 
Remote from man, conversing with the spheres! 
O lead me, queen sublime, to solemn glooms 
|i Congenial with my soul ; to cheerless shades, 

I To ruin'd seats, to twilight cells and bow'rs. 

Where thoughtful Melancholy loves to muse. 
Her favourite midnight haunts. The laughing scenes 
Of purple Spring, where all the wanton train 
Of Smiles and Graces seem to lead the dance 
In sportive round, while from their hands they showV 
Ambrosial blooms and flowers, no longer charm ; 
Tempi, no more I court thy balmy breeze. 
Adieu, green vales ! ye broider'd meads, adieu I 
Beneatii yon rain*d>abbey's moss-grown piles 
Oft let me sit, at twilight hoar of eve. 
Where through some western window the pale moon 
Pours her long-levell'd rule of streaming light; 
While sullen sacred silence reigns around, 
8Ave the lone Kroedi-owrt note, wbo builds hU 

bow'r 
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Amid the mooldering cavenu dark and damp. 
Or the calm breeae, that nutles in the leaves 
Of flaunting ivy, that with mantle green 
Invests some wasted tow*r. Or let me tread 
Its neighbouring walk of pines, where mii8*d of old 
The cloister'd brothers : through the gloomy void 
That far extends beneath thar amide arch 
As on I pace, religious horror wraps 
Hy soul in dread repose. But when the world 
Is clad in Midnight's raven-colour'd robe, 
*Mid hollow chamel let me watch the flune 
Of t^>er dim, shedding a livid glare 
O'er the wan heaps ; while airy voices talk 
Along the glimmering walls ; or ghostly shape 
At distance seen, invites with beck'ning hand 
My lonesome steps, through the far*wanding vaults. 
Nor undelightfiil is the solemn noon 
Of night, when haply wakeful from my couch 
I start : lo, all is motionless around i 
Roars not the rushing wind ; the sons of men 
And every beast in mute oblivion lie ; 
All nature's hnsh'd in silence and in sle^. 
O then how fearful is it to reflect. 
That through the still globe's awful solitude, 
!No being wakes but me 1 till stealing sle^ 
My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews* 
If or then let dreams, of wanton folly bom, 
My senses lead through flowery paths of joy; 
But let the sacred Gknins of the night 
Such mystic visions send, as Spenser saw. 
When through bewildering Fancy's magic maae. 
To the fell house of Busyrane, he led 
The* unshaken Britomart ; or Milton knew 
When in abstracted thought he first conceiv'd 
All Heav'n in tumult, and the Seraphim 
Come towering, arm'd in adamant and f,Q\!&% 
Let othen Jove soft Summet'a qv«c&a% «cd!iX«^ 
As Ustetdng to the distant water-faW, 
They mark the blushes of the atnMiV^ ^^a*^** 
I efaoose the pale DecembeT'a fovff «\«w»** 
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Then, when the sullen shades of eveninf c 
Inhere through the room a blindly-fflimoMrin 
The dying embers scatter, far remote 
From Mirth's mad shouts that through the* il 

roof 
Resound with festive echo, let me sit. 
Blest with the lowly crickets drowsy dirge 
Then let my thought contemplatire esfrfon 
This fleeting state of things, the vain deli|^ 
The fruitless toils, that still our search ela< 
As through the wilderness of life we row. 
This sober hour of silence will unmask 
False Folly's smile, At like the daaslinff s 
Of wily Comus clieat'the' unweeting eye 
^ith blear illusion, and persuade to drink 
That charmed cup, which Reason's mintagi 
TJnmoulds, and stamps the monster on the 
Eager we taste, but in the luscious' draught 
Forget tlie poisonous dregs that lurk benes 

Few know that elegance of soul refin'd. 
Whose soft sensation feels a quicker joy 
From Melancholy's scenes, than the dull p: 
Of tasteless splendor and magnificence 
Can e'er affimrd. Hius Eloise, whose mind 
Had langui&h'd to the pangs of melting lov 
More genuine transport found, as on some 
Reclin'd, she watch'd the tapers of the dee 
Or through the pillar'd aisles, amid pele ah 
Of imag'd saints, and intermingled gravet, 
Mus'd a veil'd votaress; than Flavia feels. 
As through the maaes of the festive bell. 
Proud of her conquering charms, and beaatgr*! 
She floats amid the silken sons of dress. 
And shines the fairest of the^ assembled fti 
When aaure noontide cheers the dsBdel fl 
^nd the blest regent of the folden daj 
•R^ices in his bright meiViWaa Xowttc, 
•How oft my wishes ask the iugYix'% teXMS 
Tbut beat beftiends the mc&snchn^ v&aA 
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flister of ebon-sceptred Herat, hail ! 

'Whether in congregated clouds thou wrapp*8t 

Tby viewless chariot, or with silver crown 

Thy beaming bead encirdest, ever hail 1 

What though beneath thy gloom the sorceress-traia. 

Far in obscured haunt of Lapland moors. 

With rhymes uncouth the bloody cauldron bless ; 

Though Murder wan beneath thy shrouding shade 

Summons her slow-ey'd votaries to devise 

Of secret slaughter, while by one blue lamp 

In hideous conference sit the listening baud* 

And start at each low wii^ or wakeful sound : 

What though thy stay th^llgrim curseth oft. 

As all benighted in Arabuw wastes 

He hears the wilderness around him howl 

With roaming monsters, while on his hoar head 

The black-descending tempest ceaseless beats; 

Yet more delightful to my pensive mind 

Is thy return, than blooming Morn*s approach. 

Even then, in youthful pride of opening May* 

When from the portals of the saffron east 

She sheds fresh roses, and ambrosial dews. 

Tet not ungrateful is tlie mom's approach. 

When dropping wet she comes, and clad in clouds. 

While through the damp air scowls the louring 

south. 
Blackening the landsci^M's fisce, that grove and hill 
In formless vapours undistingnish*d swim : 
The* afflicted songsters of the sadden'd groves 
Hail not the sullen gloom ; the waving elms 
That, hoar through time, and rang*d in thick array, 
Sndose with stately row some rural hall. 
Are mute, nor echo with the clamors hoarse 
Of rooks ngoidnc on thor airy boughs ; 
While to the shed the dripping poultry crowd, 
A moamfal train : secure the village-hind 
Hangs o*«r the crackling blaae, nor tempts the stonn; 
Fia*d in thuf onfinish'd furrow rests the plough: 
fiiDff not ilie high wood with ealiyen'd •hoota 
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And bappicav w.. 

Yet does my mind ivith sweeio ~- 
As at the root of mossy trunk reclin'd, 
In magic Spenser's wildly-warfoled song 
I sec deserted Una wander wide 
Through wasteful' solitudes, and lurid heaths. 
Weary, forlorn ; than when the fated fair 
Upon the bosom brigh^^f silver Thames 
Launches in all the ^Hfe of brocade, , 

Amid the splendors <^rtJie laughing San. 
The gay description palls upon the sense. 
And coldly strikes the mind with feeble bliss. 
Te youths of Albion's beanty^blooming isle, 
Whose brows have worn the wreath of luckleM Unn, 
Is there a pleasure like the pensive mood. 
Whose magic wont to soothe your soften'd souls f 
O tell how rapturous the joy, to melt 
To Melody's assuasive troice; to bend 
The' uncertain step along the midnight mead. 
And pour your sorrows to the pitying moon. 
By many a slow trill fttnn the bird of woe 
-"^ infarrupted ; in embowering woods 

• - •"«««. and there fontt 
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By frolic Zephyr's hand, her tender cheek 
Oraoefnl she lifts, and blushing from her bow*r 
Issues to clothe in gladsome-Klistering green 
The genial globe, first met my dassled sight: 
These are delights unknown to minds profkne. 
And which alone the pensive soul can taste. 

The tap^d choir, at the late hour of pray'r. 
Oft let me tread, while to the' according voice 
The tnany-sounding organ peals on high, 
The clear slow*dittied chaunt, or varied hymn. 
Till all my soul is bath'd in ecstasies. 
And lapp'd in Paradise. On^t me sit 
Far in sequester'd aisles of IK deep dome. 
There lonesome listen to the sacred sounds, 
Which, as they lengthen threugh the gothic vaults 
In hollow murmurs reach my ravish'd ear. 
Nor when the lamps expiring yield to night, 
And solitude returns, would I forsake 
Tlie solemn mansion, but attentive mark 
The due clock swinging slow with sweepy sway. 
Measuring Time's flight with momentary sound. 

Kor let me fail to cultivate my mind 
With the soft thrillings of the tragic Muse* 
Divine Melpomene, sweet Pity's nurse, 
Qoeen of the stately step, and flowing "palL 
Now let Monimia mourn with streaming eyes 
Her joys incestuous, and polluted love : 
Kow let soft Juliet iik the gaping tomb 
Print the last kiss on iier true Romeo's lips. 
His lips yet reeking firom the deadly draught: 
Or Jaffier kneel for one forgiving look. 
Nor seldom let the Moor on Desdemone 
Four the misguided threats of jealous rage. 
By soft degrees the manly torrent steals 
From my swoln eyes ; and at a brother's wo« 
My big heart melts in sympalbiaof \a«x%. 

What are the splendors of the g^udy co^ax^ 
Its tinsel trappings, and its patgesAt v^sm^'^ 
To me far happier seems the baaVAof^^^^* 

V4>I, U, Q 
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Amid Siberia's aan^iciav -wilds 
Who iMDes «U lonesome, in tbe chiiBiben hoer 
Of some hifh cesUes shut, whose windows din 
In distent ken discover trackless plains. 
Where Winter erer whirls his icy car; 
While still repeated ofc^ecU of his view. 
The gloomy battlements, and ivied spires. 
That crown the solitary dome, arise; 
While from the topmost turret the ^ow dock. 
Far heard along the' inhospitable wastes. 
With sad-returning chime awakes new grief; 
Ev*n he far happier seems than is the prood. 
The potent Satrap, w^m he left behind 
'Mid Moecow*s golden palaces, to drown 
In ease and luxury the laughing hoursi 

Illustrious objects strike the gaaer's mind 
With feeble bliss, and but allure the sight» 
Nor rouse with impulse quick the* unfeeling hetrt 
Thus seen by shepherd from Hymettus* brow. 
What dasdal landscapes smile! here palnqr giOfe% 
Resounding once with Plato's voice, arisen 
Amid whose umbrage green her silver bead 
The' unfading olive lifts ; here vine«lad faille 
Lay forth their purple stcure, and snniqr valee 
In prospect vast th^r level laps expand. 
Amid whose beauties glistering Athens towen. 
Though through the blissfvl scenes Ilissm roll 
His sageinviring flood, ^ose winding maife 
The thick-wove laurel shaded thon^ roseate Ital 
Four all her splendors on the* empurpled soeae ; 
Yet feels the hoary hermit truer joys^ 
As from tbe cliff, tbet o'-er his cavern heogs. 
He views the piles of faU'a Persepolis 
In deep arrangement hide the ftorksome plaia. 
Unbounded waste! the moolderinf obelisk - 
Here, like e \Aaited Qiki tscKAda the eloadai 
Here Parian dovwa taunx ^eaiUAL^^adili^ i ^ s n^ ww it 
Horrid withtlion.'iAMMVBih*^^ ^n^MSnft'WA^ 
I'lThence fiite the twai*iW««to*\efc ^""V 
And tbe desiff •ddw ^iitt<iOi» >«« •b««»^>«*^ 



^^t/u scene 
>w, arches, domes, and palaces, 
h his brother Horror, Ruin sits. 
?n. Melancholy, queen of thought ! 
th saintly look, and stedfast step, 
thy cave embower'd with mournful yew, 
r to the curfew's solemn sound 
hou sUt'st, and with thy cypress bind 
''s hair, and seal him for thy son. 
let Euphrosyue boffuUe 
)f wanton mirth my fixed mind, 
path her primrose-ffariand cast, 
I her train tiie dimpled Hebe bare 
torn to the* enamonr'd Tiew ; 
IS, mother of the Smiles and Loves, 
, ivy-crown'd, in citr<m bow'r 
Mctar'Streaming fhutaffe feast ; 
'tis hers to calm the lowerinf skies* 
esenee mild tiie* enriiettled clouds 
', and o'er the ftee of Heav'n 
live fleam at her approadi ; 
oyt that Melancholy '*'• — 
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/e, within yon studious nook, 
e my brass-embossed book* 
iitray'd with many a holy deed 
martyrs, crown'd with heaTenly meed : 
hen, as my taper waxes dim, 
Jhant, ere I sleep, my measured hymn ; 
And, at the close, the gleams behold 
Of parting wings bedropt with gold. 

While such pure joys my bliss create* 
Who but would smile at guilty state ? 
Who but would wish his holy lot 
In calm Oblivion's humble grot ? 
Who but would cast his pomp away. 
To take my sta^, and amice grey; 
And to the world's tumultuous stage 
Prefer the blameless hermitage? 



ODE TO SLEEP. 

f\^ this my pensive pillow, gentle sleep! 
^^ Descend, in all thy downy plumage drest : 
Wipe with thy wing these eyes tiiat wake to weep. 
And place thy crown of poppies on my breast. 

steep my senses in ob1ivion*s balm. 

And soothe my throbbing pulse with lenient hand ; 
This tempest of my boiling blood becalm !— 
'Despair grows mild at thy supreme command. 

Tet ah ! in vain, familiar with the gloom. 
And sadly toiling through the tedious night, 

1 seek sweet aiamber, while that virgin bloom. 
For ever hovering haunti my wretched right* 

Nor woald the dawn&ng day my twws^* iSbms*^ 
Black midjiif ht and the bine «X uqka iAQ^^ 
3b me ippev, whila witk up^tiftsdi •>». . ^^1! 

< 
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ODE TO FAWCT. 

Parent of esch lovely Mose ! 
Thy spirit o'er my soal diffuse ; 
O'er all ray artless songs preside. 
My footsteps to thy temple guide ; 
To ofler at thy turf-lmilt shrine, 
In golden cups no costly wine ; 
Vo murder'd fittling of the flock. 
But flowers and honey from the rock. 
O nymph ! with loo*eIy<4owing hair. 
With buskin'd leg, and bosom bare { 
Thy waist with myrtle>girdle bound. 
Thy brows with Indian feathers crown'd ; 
Waving in thy snowy hand 
An all>commanding magic wand ; 
Of pow'r to bid fresh gardens blow 
'Uid dieerless Lapland's barren snow ; 
Whose rapid wings thy flight coav^, 
Ihrough air, and over earth and sea : 
While the vast, various landscape lies 
Conspicuous to thy piercing eyes ; 
O lover of the desert, hail I 
Say, in what de^ and patfalesa val% 
Or on' what hoary mountain's side, 
fBfidst fiJls of water, you reside; 
'Midst broken rocks, a nigged sceiM^ 
With green and graaqr dalea between; 
'Midst fsrests dark of aged oak, 
Ke'er echoing with the woodmui^ atrokn | 
When aover hvaam art wpgm^^ 
^or ev'a one ftraw-rooft cot hm nMf 4\ 
'^'^bere Nature teeoit to 4t doM. ' 
•Bf^estle OB u. cnggf throaiB. 
^^ me the pith, ivtttft ^vtaaiM«i %A« 
2\» Oar oDkaAWB iMMMtM'd eA\ 
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Where woodbines docter roimd the door. 
Where shells and moi* o'erlaj tiie floor; 
And on whose top a hawtiiom Uowt, 
Amid whose thicUy-woren boaghs 
Some nightinfale still bvilds her nest. 
Each eveninc warbling tihee to rest. 
Then lay me by the hannted streaai, 
Wr^t in some wild, poetic dream ; 
In converse while mettunks I rove 
With Spenser through a fairy grove ; 
Till suddenly awak*d, I hear 
Strange whisper'd music in my ear; 
And my glad soul in bliss to drown'd. 
By the sweedy-sootiaing sound I 
Me, Goddess, by the rigfat4iaBd lead. 
Sometimes through the yellow mead. 
Where J<^, and whitennobU Peace resoit. 
And Venus keeps her festive court, 
Where Mirth and Tenth each evening oMtti 
And lightly trip with nimble feet* 
19oddlng their lily-crowned heads, 
Where Laughter roee-lipp^d Hebe lands ; 
Where Echo walks steep hills among, 
Iist*iUng to die shepherd's seoff : 
Tet not these lowery fields of joy 
Can long my pensive mind employ; 
Haste, Fancy, from die scenes of felly, 
Tb meet the matron Melancbolyf 
Goddess of the tearful eye. 
That loves to fold her arms and sigh ; 
Let us with silent footsteps go 
To chamels, and the boose of wee; 
To Gothic churches, vaults, and toabs» 
Where each sad nii^t seme virgin eones. 
With throbbing bteast, and faded cheek. 
Her promto'd bri d e g roo m' s ura to seek. 
Or to some Abbey's mouldering tow'ni 
Where, to avoid eold wintry show'n. 
The naked beggar sUverinr lies. 
While whistliof Mnpetli i«mA\mk ^1%, 
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To batt'* "" Lr fiery <»'. 
^«port» n.e «> *' *e hills of .I"". 

-Where «»»*^'*':";ig and the deaa . 
Trample* the dymg ^^^^^d. 

^^^^ Cu 3oy »«^'^y* '^* Sn'diW 
•With suUeo )oy ensanS**^ , 

lid pow*« " K*""-*'"*- 

«hak» W» <>'"*,hi; horrid scene 

O g»tde ■»« *»lta and alley' P«», 

T,,e fervor. f*«^„'^0 remove. 

The pangs ''\f'^.ae »«« "^ 
ror Ihoo canst pW" .„^ 

canst fold ■'■"»n;^l.Vi..-. 

Andletn>«*"'tipsdUP«n« , 

^blle her '"J^,-,* „i»«-»'''?„Lw U.«W5 

Tyhen yoong w ^e P"" "r 
rromhergre»'^ fUiedJe 

When the «.ft^^^' «^4« x*»^ 

To summer «*»^tt«S »^«<^'^-, 

When A»t»«» '^i^eto.lf^^^Vi. 

When Wtater. l*«^4 ,»v «»v- 
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leMom let my ear 

n wlikven. Fancy, hear. 

mthinintic mud, 

liy powerful, vital aid, 

Jim an energy divine, 

( a 8oal to every line, 

' I strive with lips profane, 

A unhallow*d strain ; 

fee toneh the sacred striaff, 

I with smiles thoa bid'st me sing. 

r prayer, O hither come, 

lamented ffliakspeare'B tomb, 

thou lov'st to sit at eve, 

er thy darling's grave : 

>f numbers, once again 

tome chosen swain, 

with inezhausted fire, 
ly smite the sounding lyre, 

some new, unequall'd song, 
above the rhyming throng ; 
or listening passions reign, 
1 our souls with joy and pain : 
n shake, with pity mov^ 
di reveoge, or melt with love, 
o* atteiui his evening walk, 

in groves and grottos talk ; 
a to seom idth frigid art, 

touch ihe^ enraptnr'd faout; 
tning, let his mighty verse 
ii*s inmost foldings pierce; 
Ive beaotif win aH>la«ae, 
void critic's studied laws : 
h Mttse^s ftme inooMse^ 
ItMUUtt rival Oteece ! 
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orE TO ETEHINQ. 

iHk-rf'd m^en, clad in « 



Liglii ikims the swillov o' 



rtlsM linfi on rooder todr, 

p» and iBDitfaeMnB iludov 
Eoa[. the calm, Rfrnhfal bi 
hiiDmliii at iianmnbcT'd U 
m ileepti dopoDdbiff Love 



vDlBiy in llv pnOMirt Cnln ; 
ivFiy vUdl^-vuWiSf Ihiou 
1 r4nwsU nnMVbj (btkeidw : 




^^^ TO SLEEP. 



TV «i-E£p. 

J V**n I court u]i d, . 
' Jle«H *^**^ divinilT ,^*^«'ny light 

•^'■'se. vp r^ . "® *o side t I 

O^^ Sleep ffh *^ "'^ "»« niorn / 

^'^y healing ^' fj"" diffuse 

^f ^^ aloft to hi *• '''"» Wood. 

^2"» 'present a Jov^^- 
;^ '^'^^y wJ^L^rT -ear, 

;j«'-po«ion^^":^''^«"-o„,. 
'^••t a tender t^"^^o. 
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J0HN8C0TT, 

ODE. 
Written in Winter, 

TyHTLE in tlM tkj black clouds impeiul. 

And fogs arise, and rains descend, 
And one browft prospect opens ronnd 
Of leafless trees and ftirrow'd gronadj 
Save where unm^ted spots of snow 
Upon the shaded hiU-«ide show ; 
While chill winds blow, and torrents roll. 
The scene disgusts the sight, depresses all the aool 

Yet worse what polar climates share- 
Vast regions, dreaiy, bleak, and bare l-« 
There, on an icy mountain's height, 
Seen only by the moon's pale light. 
Stem Winter rears his gis^t form. 
His robe a mist, his voice a storm : 
His frown the shivering -nations fly. 

And hid for half the year in smoky caverns lie* 
Yet there die lamp's perpetual blase 
Can pierce tiie gloom with cheering rays ; 
Yet there the heroic tale or song 
Can urge the lingering hours along ; 
Yet there their hands with timely care 
The ksjak* and the dart pnpem. 
On summer seas to work thair way. 

And wage the wa^iy war, and make the Mate 
their prey. 

Too Delicate ! reproach no more 
The seasons of thy native shore- 
There soon shall Spring descend the sky. 
With smiling brow albd p\axA4 «jv« 
A primrose-wrealh vatreitinAa W \»!ft« 
Her greea robe ftoala iipoti ^*i^ «&x\ 
And, scatter'd from b«c VLbcmiLYvwA.. 
"Fair blossoms deck tJie trees, tair ^^eci %' 
the Ifluid. 
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ABSENCE^AN ELEGT. 

npHE fairish tuiriMmiis slowlj fiuie aw^y, 
-'- The dew-drop hangs apon the moisteii*d 
Soft twilight thinly spreads her mantle grey. 
And brings to patient poverty repose. 

But not on me the nightfs still shades bestov 
Peace or repose ; while, banish'd from thy 

I brood in silence o*er my secret woe. 
And count the day's slowhours,and liye>longi 

But thon, for whose dear sake unheard I grii 
Say, does my Delia deign one thought on i 

That gentle softness sure could ne'er deceire 
The foithful heart, that throbs aldne for thi 

No, my soul's treasure, thou art food as fair 
Forget, forgive thy lover's frantic fear; 

Who doats, adores thee,r-yet, with jealous ca 
Starts ! and beholds some happier rival nea 

O, dearer for than fortune, fome, or friends. 
Dearer than lifo, than health, than liberty i 

Reflect, that on thy will alone depends 
All of my fotnre bliss or misery. 

Believe tbeae heartfelt sighs, tiiese spealdng 
Pity the pangs of maddening jealousy ; 

And think, ah think ! who Bev«r fUt thete ft 
Has Mver lov*d— or never lov'd like mft« 

But oh ! my Delia, will thy tender ear* 
Dispel eaeh doWbt that dmids my anaiMU ■ 

Say, will my Dalla*k lips again declani 
ThMt alM it e««r comltaaft, «nx Vm&X 

Tm, yw, th«j irlU:-«i*u im»w, ^^V«*' 
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Each air-forni'd spectre anxious absence drew. 

When fondly musing on thy heavenly charms; 
Malicious fency to my tortur'd view 

Gave those sweet beauties to another's arms.— 

One smile from thee shall give them to the wind ;— 

My raptur'd heart, from storms of passion free. 

Again adore thee, lovely, good, and kind. 
Nor own another wish, when hless'd with thee. 



THE DEBTOR. 



/CHILDREN of Affluence, hear a poor man's 



V/ 



pray r ; 



O haste, and free me from this dungeon's gloom! 
Let not the hand of comfortless despair 
Sink my grey hairs with sorrow to the tomb ! 

Unus'd Compassion's tribute to demand. 
With clamorous din wake Charit/s dull ear. 

Wring the slow aid from Pity's loitering hand. 
Weave the feign'd tale, or drop the ready tear ; 

Far different thoughts employ'd my early hours. 
To views of bliss, to scenes of affluence bom ; 

The hand of pleasure strew'd my path with flow'rt. 
And every blessing hail'd my youthful mom. 

But ah, how quick the change !~the morning gleam. 
That cheer'd my fancy with her magic ray. 

Fled like the gi^rish pageant of a dream. 
And sorrow clos'd the evening of my day. 

Such is the lot of human bliss below ! 

Fond hope awhile the trembling floweret rears; 
Till unforeseen descends the blight of woe^ 
And withers in an hour tine ^Vie q& iwcv.' 

Jn evil hour, to tpeoouft "wiias a vkj»» 

J trotted .--{who firom iwAts i» •!"««»* *«»M 
Aad the short progress oC oi» fafc»^ ^* ^ _.^_ 
Wma aU tho w»« '>i»^ ^wAtXi «^ V»««*»' 
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Where could I seek for comfort, or for aid i 
To whom the ruins of my state commend i 

Left to myself, abandon*d, and betrayed. 
Too late I found, the wretched have no friend ! 

E'en he amid the rest, the favoured youth. 
Whose vows had met the tenderest warm return. 

Forgot his oaths of constancy and truth. 
And left my child in solitude to mourn. 

Pity in vain stretch'd forth her feebly hand 
To guard the sacred wreaths that Hymen wove. 

While pale-eyed Avarice, from his sordid stand, 
Scowl'd o'er the rains of neglected love* 

Though deeply hurt, yet, sway'd by decent pride. 
She hush'd her sorrows with becoming art, 

And faintly strove with sickly smiles to hide 
The canker-worm that prey'd upon her heart. 

D'or blam'd his cruelty— nor wuh'd to hate 
Whom once she lov'd— but pitied, and forgave : 

Tlien unrepining yielded to her fate. 
And sunk in silent anguish to the grave. - 

Children of affluence, hear a poor man's pray'r I 
O haste, and free me from this dungeon*8 gloom i 

l«t not the hand of comfortless despair 
Sink my grey hairs with sorrow to the tomb ! 



- *w 
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LAURA, 
Am EUgy from Pttrmrck. 

IN this fair season, when the whispering gales 
Drop showers of fragrance o'er the bloomy vales. 
From bower to bower the Temal warUers play ; 
The skies are cloudless, and the meads are gay; 
The nighUngale in many a melting strain 
Sings to the groves, ' Here Mirth and Beauty reign.' 
But me, for ever bath*d in gushing tears, 
No mirth enlivens, and no beauty cheers : 
The birds that warble, and the flowers that bloom, 
Relieve no more this solitary gloom. 
I see where late the verdant meadow smil'd, 
A joyless desert, and a dreaiy wild :— 
For those dear ^es, that i4erc*d my heart befora, 
Are clos'd in death, and charm the world no more : 
Lost are those tresses, that outahone the morn. 
And pale tiiose cheeks, that might the skies adonu 
Ah, death I thy hand has cropp*d the fairest flower* 
That shed its smiling rays in beauty's bower; 
Thy dart has laid on yonder sable bier 
All my soul lov'd, and all the world held dear; 
Celestial sweetness, love>inspiring youth, 
Soft«y'd benevolence, and white-rob^d truth. 

Hard fate of man, on whom the heavens bestow 
A drop of pleasure for a sea of woe ! 
Ah, life of care, in fears or hopes consumed* 
Vain hopes, that wither ere they well have bloom'dl 
How oft, emerging from the shades of night. 
Laughs the gay mom, and spreads a purple liffats 
But soon the gatheting c\o^% <{«i4cMi^^QBA^iiA«v, 
Ked lightnings pW, sa^ \3tiuiiA«^»^ "^J™**^ 
How oft » day, that fail »»ATBaMLtij(tfB^ 
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Not far remov'd, yet hid from distant ey 
Low in her secret grot, a Nai^d lies. 
Steep arching rocks, with verdant mo$s o\ 
Form her rude diadem, and native throne : 
There, in a gloomy cave her waters sleep. 
Clear as a brook, but as an ocean deep. 
Tet, when the waking flowers of April bio 
And warmer sunbeams melt the gather'd c 
Rich with the tribute of the vernal rains. 
The njrmph, exulting, bursts her silver chai 
Her living waves in sparkling columns ris4 
And shine like rainbows to the sunny skie 
From cliff to cliff the falling waters roar ; 
Then die in murmurs, and are heard no m< 
Hence, softly flowing in a dimpled stream 
The crystal Sorga spreads a lively gleam ;• 
From which a thousand rills in maaes glid 
And deck the banks with summer's gayest 
Brighten the verdure of the smiling pl^n: 
And crown the labour of the joyful swain 

first, on these banks, (ah, dream of short < 
The charms of Laura strucJc my dazzled si; 
Charms, that the bliss of Eden might resb 
That heaven might envy, and mankind ad< 
1 saw— and O ! what heart could long reh* 
I saw, I lov'd, and bade the world farewe 
Where'er she roov'd, the meads were fresh 
And every bower exhal'd the sweets of Mi 
Smooth flow'd the streams, and softly blew ' 
The rising flowers impurpled every dale; 
Calm was the ocean, and the sky serene ; 
An universal smile o'erspread the sliining 
But when in Death's cold arms entranc'd i 
(Ah, ever dear, yet ever fatal day I) 
O'er all the air a direful gloom was sprea 
Pale were the meads, and all their blossoo 
The clouds of April shed a baleful dew : 
All nature wore a veil of deadly hoe. 

Oop plaiotive breesel to liautv^ft i^^«x: 
Heave Che warm sigh, and i^«d ^^ Nk« 



Ana Boniy !■»» ^ 



Where art tiMN ijtt. wMdi«ft Mm ] 

WherethoMi 

Te ndiMit tiiMwl wmA thoa* m m MmH nStl 

Ye loote Itet might tte flMllii« iUm tafiiltl 

Yoa nWd aqr Mid of MtC> aqr tj«t 

Too t— g h t M« hov tm lm% tmd bov-to:^ 

Ho shrak cTeriMMfft tlw dtv^taipagled indi^ 

Ho MoMMB tnaMm to tiM dbrtaff pd^, 

No flowMM UailMe ia tte 

Ko ftRMi aloif tlM vlMHaf 

But luMvt vkal s^iririilkiiBi 

Wlwt vite ooaMHM tttb tai 

Atbl«ll«r«Mr9,MdiB|]Mtl0Mi0fii^lil^ u 

lUr pOMvai phMiMi Mtef Mbn «y ilillh A- 

8itoMl]Mbof4tr«fMibp«rfltatfill» -T 

CrowM •war towt aid fiidw oW 

Tlovt th* lOTd fffvlil daws liM 

Or piali tlNLHvl«r oa liM VOTta« boiilif 
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ids : the Fates, that will no more re 
. her dodng lips their sacred seal, 
jm, sweet shade I* I wake, and fondly 
jheer my (loom with one far-beaming i 
am : thy charms my sorrow will dispel, 
.d snatch my spirit firom her mortal cdl ; 
jen, mix*d with thine, eznlting she shall fl 
ind boand enraptor'd through her nadre s 
She comes no more : my pangs more fierce i 
Tears gnsh in streams, and sighs my boeom 
Te banks, that oft my weary limbs have bo; 
Te murmuring brooks, that learnt of me to i 
Te birds, that tune with me your plaintive 
Te groves, where love once taught my steps ta 
JTmi, ever sweet and ever f«r, renew 
Tour strains melodious, and your blooming 
But not in my sad heart can bliss remain. 
My heart the haunt of never«easing pain I 
Heacefbrth,— to sing in smoothly-warMed 
The smiles of youth, and beauty's heavenly 
To see the'mom her eariy charms unfold, 
Ber cheeks of roses, and her cuiis of gtrfd ; 
Led by the sacred Muse, at noon to rove 
0*er tufted mountain, vale, or shady grove; 
To watch the stars, diat gild the lucid p<de 
And view yon ort>s in masy order roll ; 
To hear the tender nightingale complain. 
And warble to the woods her amorous strai 
Ko more shall these my pen^ve soul deli^ 
But each gay vision melts in endless night. 
Nymphs ! who in glimmering glades by 
light dance. 
And ye, who through the liquid oystal gla 
Who oft have heard my sadly-pleasing moa 
B^old me now a lifeless marUe grown. 
Ah ! lead me to the tomb wh«M liMas%'^b« 
Clouds ! ibid me rovnd ; and, fiiekMf 4tei^' 
Bemr me, ye gales! in deai)di*» M^ t0M»Bk 
And, je lujf ht nelnn, i«edk«% m9 %h^ 
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rot «"« j^ I bear* »> eyes, 
f. iTreatiivng R^^f , , -^.y doom. 

^ "i;:^ v«l to leave ^^^^ «*■'• 
There, 9orr« ^^ ^^ Vs«^^ ^*** * 
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well-remember'd daj, 
ben on yon bank she laj, 
^ in her pride, and in her rifovr mild ; 

JThe young and blooming flowers, 

Falling in fragrant showers, 
Shone on her neck, and on her bosom smil*d: 

Spme on her mantle hung. 

Some in her locks were strung, 
like orient gems in rings of flaming gold ; 

Some, in a spicy cloud 

Descending, call'd aloud, 
' Here Love and Touth the reins of empire hold/ 

I view'd the heavenly maid ; 

And, rapt in wonder, said— 
' The groves of Eden gave this angel birth ;* 

Her look, her voice, her smile, 

That might all Heaven beguile, 
Wafted my soul above the realms of earth: 

The starwbespangled skies 

Were open*d to my eyes ; 
Sighing I said, 'Whence rose this glittering scene?* 

Since that auspicious hour. 

This bank, and odorous bower. 
My morning couch, and evening haunt have been. 

Well may*st thou blush, my song. 

To leave the rural throng. 
And fly thus artless to my Laura's ear ; 

But, were thy poe^s fire 

Ardent as his desire. 
Thou wert a song that Heaven might stoop to hear. 



80 LI MA, 
^ Saturn EelogM, WrUun im 170B. 
' T7£ maids of Adeal Imkx a VsK^^m \9iiiib 

— ^(lio amiles of Ab«l^ «ndlftikii» «9«»» 
Wb§re iMMity pbiyft» tad i«^ V^ iOiwii*" 



T'll" , tM !*>'," ^rlBt '*^„.v ffll"* J 



\ 



lis 






\ 



Then <»» ''.•,? j'^ bad left 1>» ?'* "ptorous t»lei 
Till the »*«■"> '*' ._ ,„ tone h» "^ 
^ \...t». the »«»»» *". ACT v«le»- 

?;:r»e.*.-.2m!! 

W Bereave my ««™L,„ aay to day. 

^' r. with tin»'^''« v^.^'A «** 

The gloom «t^' J?*U not.w'lw*. 
The dawn •ppeM»> *• 
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ooBgUngs wait the parent bird, 
: tlirilling sorrows to appease : 
mas— ah I no; the sooad they heard 
bot a whisper of the breeae. 



A PERSIAN SONG OF HAFIZ. 

ST maid, if thon woaldsC charm my sights 
id bid these arms thy nedi infold ; 
it rosy cheek, that lily hand, 
five thy poet more delight 
i all Bocara's Taunted gold, 
an all tlie gems of Samarcand. 

let yon liqaid mby flow, 
bid thy pensive heart be glad, 
late'er the frowning zealots say:— 
lem their Eden cannot show 
ream so clear as Rocnabad, 
bower so sweet as Mosellay. 

ten these ftur, perfidious maida» 
se eyes our secret haunts infest, 
eir dear destructive charms display;— 
{lance my tender breast invades, 
robs my wounded soul of rest; 
. TUrtars seise their destin'd prey. 

n with love our bosoms glow : 
all our tears, can all oar sighs, 
sw lustre to those charms impart i 
heek% where living roses blow, 
tre nature spreads her richest dyee, 
)quiro the borrow*d gloss of art ? 

not of fate :~ahl change the thema, 
. talk of odours, talk of wine, 
Xk of the flowers that ronxid m X^iMnav— 
/ a doud, 'da all a dream x 
tv0 and joy thy thoii(b.ti tmABA* 
* lK>pe to pierce the aecE«A i^^oo^* 



7 
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Beauty has snch reristleu power. 
That ev'n the chaste Egyptian dame 
^h*d for. the blooming Hebrew boj; 
For her how fittal was the hour, 
When to the banks of Kilns came 
A youth so lovely and so coy! 

Bat ah, sweet maid I my counsel hear,— 
(Tonth should attend when those ad^rise 
Whom lonf experience renders sage) 
While music charms the ravished ear ; 
While sparkling cups delight our ^es* 
Be gay ; and scorn tho firowns of age* 

What cruel answer have I heard ! 
And yet, by heaven, I love thee still : 
Can aught be cruel from thy lip ? 
Tet say, how fell that bitter word 
From lips which streams of sweetness fill. 
Which nought but drops of honey sip ? 

Oo boldly forth, my simple lay. 
Whose accents flow with artless ease. 
Like orient pearis at random strung ; 
Thy notes are sweet, the damsels say ; 
But O ! for sweeter, if they please. 
The nymph for whom these notn are sooff 



ASOKO, 

Urom tk$ Ptnum. 

ParaplBasei in the Uamn of Ifce OtiglMi. 

C WEET as the n»e that acents the gale, 
•^ Bright as the IWy of ti»^n^«»» 
Tet with a hMit Iftua iusdbmk Y«!^ 
^«ni«^ each bewHj t3b»^ V»K«fc« 
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Beauty like thine, all nature thrills ; 
And when the moon her circle fills. 
Pale she beholds those rounder hills, 
"Which on the breast thou nearest. 

Where could those peerless flowerets blow f 
Whence are the thorns that near them, grow ? 
Wound me, but smile, O lovely foe. 
Smile on the heart thou tearest. 

Sighing, I view that cypress wais^ 
Doom'd to afiBict me till embrac'd ; 
Sighing, I view that eye too chaste. 
Like the new blossom smiling. 

Spreading thy toils with hands divine. 
Softly thou waves t like a pine. 
Darting thy shafts at hearts like mine. 
Senses and soul beguiling. 

See at thy feet no vulgar slave. 
Frantic, with love's enchanting wave,- 
Thee, ere he seek the gloomy grave. 
Thee, his bless'd idol styling. 



W' 



SONG. 

'AKE, ye nightingales, oh, wake! 
Can ye, idlers, sleep so long ? 
<2aickly this dull silence break ; 

Burst enraptur'd into song : 
Shake your plumes, your eyes unclose, 
Jjfo pretext for more repose. 

Tell me not, that Winter drear 

Still delays your promised tale, 
rpbat ao blossoms yet appear, 
Save the snow-drop in tin dai«; 
Tell me not tfae iroods are bare;** 
Yaia excuse! preparel prepare! 



/ 
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View the hillock, iriew the meads : 

All are verdaDt» all are fay : 
Julia comes, and wttfa her leads 

Health, and Tenth, and blooming liay 2 
When she smiles, firesh rosea blow; 
Where she treads, fresh lilies grow. 

Hail! ye groves of Bagly, hail ! 

Fear no more the dulling air; 
Can your beauties ever fail t 

Julia has pronounced you fair. 
She could cheer a cavern's gloom. 
She could make a desert bloom. 



C 3fi5 ) 



MASON. 

ODE TO TRUTH, 

C AY, will no white-robM Son of laght, 

*^ Swift-darting from his heavenly height. 
Here deic^ to take his hallowed stand ; 

Here wave his amber locks ; unfold 

His pinions clothed with downy gold ; 
Here smiling stretch hb tutelary wand ? 

And you, ye host of Saints, for ye have known 
Each dreary path in Life's perplexing maze, 

Tho' now ye circle yon eternal throne 
With harpings high of inexpressive praise. 

Will not your train descend in radiant state, 
To break with Mercy's beam this gathering cloud 
of Fate ? 

'Tis silence all. No Son of light 
Darts swiftly from his heavenly height : 
No train of radiant Saints descend. 
• " Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 

" If guilt, if fraud has stain'd your mind, 
** Or Sunt to hear, or Angel to defend." 
So Truth proclaims. I hear the sacred sound 
Burst from the centre of her burning throne : 
Where aye" she sits wilii star>wreatii'd lustre 
crown'd : 
A bright Sun clasps her adamantine aone. 
So Truth proclaims : her awful voice I hear : 
■ With many a solemn pause it slowly meets my ear. 

" Attend, ye Sons of Men; attend, and ^ay. 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 

Break thro* the veil of your mortality ? 

Say, does not reason in this fottcv ^«wr} 
Ujmumber*d, nameless glories, ^«X. v(n^«a» 
The Angel's floating pomp, the afer^giW* i^o-cv©* 

grace f 
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Shall then yonr earth-born danghters vie 
With me i Shall she, -whose brightest eye 

But emulates the diamond's blaze, 
VIThose cheek but mocks the peach's bloom, 
Whose breath the hyacinth's perfume, 
Vhose melting voice the warbling woodlark's lays, 
Shall she be deem'd my rival? Shall a form 
)f elemental dross, of mouldVing clay, 
Vie with these charms empyrial ? The poor worm 
>hall prove her contest vain. life's li^e day 
Shall pass, and she is gone: while I appear 
Hush'd with the bloom of youth thro' HeavVs 
eternal year. 

Know, Moilals know, ere first ye sptungf 

Ere first these orbs in aether hung, 
I shone amid the heavenly throng. 

These eyes beheld Creation's day. 

This voice began the choral lay. 
And taught Archangels their triumphant song. 

Pleas'd I survey'd bright Nature's gradual birth, 
Saw infant light with kindling lustre spread. 

Soft vernal fi-agrance clothe the flowMng earthi 
And Ocean heave on his extended bed ; 

Saw the tall pine aspiring pierce the sky, 
rhe tawny lion stalk, the rapid eagle fly. 

Last, Man arose, erect in youthful grace. 
Heaven's hallowed image stamp'd upon his fac^ 
And, as he rose, the high behest was giv'n, 
* That I alone, of all the host of heav'n, 
' Should reign Protectress of the godlike yoatht' 
rhus the Almighty spake: he spake and call'd 
Truth.*' 



PAKE, holy B.«rth\ aW ^aX. tsss w«^>wA.^ ^«ww\ 
'■ Take that best tl«t -wVjMtv Yiw^tw wk^»^J3cs V!«X 
> Bristol's fount 1 bote, V\\J^^>>^,^«^>^ 
Her faded form;-s\xe V>^'d. xa xwM. ^^^. 




MASON. aor 

id! Does youth, does Beauty read the line? 
i sympathetic Fear their breasts alarm? 
., dead Maria^ b rea the a strain divine : 
ja fiom the grave thou shalt liave power to 
diarm! 

d them be chaste, be innocent like thee ; 
Bid them in Duty's sphere as meeldy move ; 
id if so fkir-fittMn Vanity as free ;— 
Is firm in friendship, and as fond in lov^- 

11 them, tho' 'tis an awfnl thine to die, 

Twas «*en to thee I) yet the dread path once 

trod, 
Miv*n lifts its everlasting portals high, 
And bids the pore in heart behold their Oodi 
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His wee bit ingle, Uinkin bonnily. 

His clean' hearth*stane, bis thriftie wifie's smile. 
The lisping infant prattling on his knee. 

Does a* his weary car^^ing cares beguile. 
An' makes him quite forget bb labour an' his toil. 

Beljrve the elder bairns come drapping in, 

At service out, amang the farmers* roun* ; 
Some ca' the pleugh, some herd, some tentie rin 

A cannie errand to a neebor town : 
Their eldest hope, their Jenny, woman grown. 

In youthfu' bloom, love sparkling in her e'e. 
Comes hame, perhaps, to shew a braw new gown, 

Or deposite her sair-won penny.fee. 
To hdp her parents dear, if they in hardship be. 

WV joy unfeign'd brothers and Sisters meet, 

An* each for other^s weelfare kindly spiers: 
The social hours, swifl>wmg'd, unnotic'd fleet; 

Each tells the uncos that he sees or hears ; 
The parents, partial, eye their hopeful years ; 

Anticipation forward points the view» 
The mother, wi' her needle an' her sheers. 

Oars anld daes look amaist as weel*s the new: 
The father mixes a' wi* admonition due. 

Their master's an* their mistress's command. 

The younkers a' are warned to obey; 
' An' mind their labours wi' an eydent hand. 

An* ne'er, tho' out o' sight, to jank or play ; 
An' O I be sure to fear the Ltrd alway ! 

An' mind your duty, duly, mom an* night ! 
Lest in temptation's imth ye gang astray. 

Implore his counsel and assisting might : 
They never sou^t in vain that sought the L»rd 
aright 1' 

But hark ! a rap comes gently to the door \ 

Jenny, wha kens the meanVniL ^^ ^^ «kgda« 
Teils bow a neebor lad caxa o*«c li3ti« xManx* 
To do M»me 'errands, and coixNOi:? Vv«'^b»^^^* 
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The wily mother sees the conscious flame 

Sparkle in Jenny's e'e, and flush her cheek ; 
With heart«tmck anxions care, inquires his pame, 
Wliile Jenny hafl9ins is afraid to v>oak; 
Weel pleas*d, the mother hears, its nae wUdi 
worthless rake. 

Wr kindly welcome Jenny brings him ben ; 

A strappan youth ; he takes the mother's ^ye; 
Blythe Jenny sees the visit's no ill ta*en ; 

The father cracks of horses, pleufhs, and l^e. 
The youngster's artless heart overflows wi* joy. 

But blate and laithfu*, scarce can weel behave; 
The mother, wi* a woman's wiles, can spy 

What makes the youth sae bashfu* an' sae crave; 
Weel pleas'd to think her bairn's respected like the 
lave. 

O, happy love! where love like this is found! 

O, heart-4elt raptures I bliss beyond compare ! 
I've peced much this weary mortal round. 

And safe .experience bids me this declare— 
'If Heaven a draught of heavenly pleasure spores 

One cordial in this melancholy vale, 
Tis when a youthful, loving, modest pair. 

In other's arms breathe out the tender tale. 
Beneath the milk-white thorn that scents the even- 
ing gale.' 

Is therer In human form, that bears a heart—' 

A wretch ! a villain I lost to love and troth! 
That can, with studied, sly, ensnaring art^ 

Betray sweet Jenny's unsuspecting youth ? 
Curse on his perjur'd arts ! dissembling smooth 1 

Are honour, virtue, conscience, all exil'd? 
Is there no pity, no relenting ruth. 

Points to the pex«ivts fondllaai <2^ ^^^cmia «3D&Ld.{ 
Tlien paints the Tuiu'dtoMJ^vA^^sx^ ^taioMi^sn. 
wild? 
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Bat now the supper crowns their sioAple board. 
The healsome panitch, chief o' Scotia's food : 
The soupe their only hawlcie does afford. 
That 'yont the hallan snagly chows her eood : 
' The dame brings forth in compUmental mood. 
To ftace the lad, her weel-hainM kebbuck, fell. 
An' aft he's presl* an' aft he ca's it foid ; 
The fragal wifie, garrulous, will tell. 
How 'twas a towmond auld, sin' lint was i' the bell. 

The cheerfu' supper done, wi* serious face. 

They, round Uie ingle, form a circle wide ; 
The sire turns o'er, wi' patriarchal grace. 

The big ha'-Bible, ance his father^s pride : 
His bonnet reverently is laid aside. 

His lyart hafifets wearing thin an' bare ; 
Those strains that once did sweet in Zioa glide. 

He wales a portion with judicious care ; 
And ' Let us worship Ood 1' he, says, with solemn air. 

They chant their artless notes in simple gnise ; 

They tune their hearts, by for the noblest aim : 
Perhaps Dundee's wild warbling measorea rise : 

Or plaintive Martyrs, worthy of the name : 
Or noble Elgin beets the heav'nward flame. 

The sweetest far of Scotia's holy lays : 
Compar'd with these, Italian trills are tame. 

The tickled ears no heartfelt raptures raise ; 
Kao unison hae they with our Creator's praise. 

The priest-like father reads the sacred page, 

How Abram was the friend of God on high ; 
Or, Moses bade eternal warfare wage 

With Amalek's ungracious progeny ; 
Or how the royal bard did groaning Ue 

Beneath the stroke of Heaven's avening ire ; 
Or Job's pathetic plaint, and wa\\vu% ct^f \ 

Or rapt Isaiah's wild, seraphic &t« *, 
Or other holy seen that tune tlve **!txe^ Vi^^- 
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Perhaps the Christian volame is the them^ 

How guiltless bfood for guilty man was shed ; 
How H9t who bore in Heaven the second name. 

Had not on earth whereon to lay his head; 
How his first followers and servants sped. 

The precepts sage they wrote to many a land : ' 
How he, who lone in Patmps banished. 
Saw in the sun a mighty angel stand ; 
And heard great Babylon's doom pronoonc'd 1^ 
Heaven's command* 

Then kneeling down, to lieaven*s eternal Khtg, 

The saint, the father, and Uie husband prays ; 
Hope ' spriAgs exulting on triumphant wing,' 

That thus they all shall meet in future di^ : 
There ever bask in uncreated rays. 

No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear. 
Together hymning their Creator's praise. 

In such society, yet still more dear ; 
While circling time moves round in an eternal sphera. 

Compared ^th this, how poor Religion's pride^ 

In all the pomp of method, and of art. 
When men display to congregations wide. 

Devotion's every grace, except the heart! 
The Power, incen8*d, the pageant will desert. 

The pompous strain, the sacerdotal stole ; 
Bat haply, in some cottage far apart. 

May hear, well pleas'd, the language of the aolUj 
And in his book of life the inmates poor enroll.' 

Then homeward all take off their several way; 

The youngling cottagers retire to rest : 
The parent-pair their secret homage pay. 

And proffer up to Heaven the warm request, 
That ke who stills the ravens clamorous nest^ 

And decks the lily fair in flowery piide. 
Would, in the way hU wisdom sees the best; 

For them and .for theVt ^iVOL« «!«& ^TV<nAa\ 
But, chiefly ,ln tUeu\xeaxXa NiVxh vv:ft^'«SaA\ira&i\it. 
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From scenes like these old Scotia's grandeur 
springs, 

That makes her lov*d at home, reverM abroad : 
Princes and lords are but the breath of kings, 

' An honest man's the noblest work of God:' 
And, certes, in fair virtue's heavenly road. 

The cottage leaves the palace far behind ; 
What is a lordling's pomp ? a cumbrous load. 

Disguising oft the wretch of human kind, 
Studied in arts of hell, in wickedness refin'd ! 

O Scotia ! my dear, my native soil I 

For whom my warmest wish to Heaven is sent I 
Long may thy hardy sons of rustic toil 

Be blest with health, and peace, and sweet 
content ! 
And, O ! may Heaven their simple lives prevent 

From Luxury's contagion, weak and vUe I 
Then, howe'er crowns' and coronets be rent, 

A virtuous populace may rise the while. 
And stand a wall of fire around their much-loVd Isle. 

O Thou ! who poui'd the patriotic tide 

That streamed through Wallace's undaunted 
heart; 
Who dar*d to nobly stem tyrannic pride. 

Or nobly die— the second glorious part; 
(The patriot's God, peculiarly thou art. 

His friend, inspirer, guardian, and reward!) 
O never, never, Scotia's realm desert ; 

But still the patriot, and the patriot bardf 
In bright saccession raise, her onwmeat and guard ! 
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Th% blood-stain'd roost, and sheep-cota spoU'df 

My heart forfets» 
While pityless the tempest wild 

Sore on you beats. 

Now Phcebe, in her Qiidnight reign. 
Dark maffled, yiew*d the dreaiy plain ; 
Still crowding thoughts, a pensive train. 

Rose in my soul. 
When on my ear this plaintive strain. 

Slow, solemn, stole— 

' Blow, blow, ye winds, with heavier gustt 
And fireese, thou bitter-biting frost ! 
Descend, ye chilly, smothering snows 1 
Not all your rage, as now united, shows 
More hard unkindness, unrelenting. 
Vengeful malice unrepenting, 
Than heav*n*illumin'd man on brother man bestowal 
See stem oppression's iron grip. 
Or mad ambition's gory hand. 
Sending, like blood-hounds firom the slip. 
Woe, wan^ and murder o'er a land ! 
Ev'n in the peaceful rural vale. 
Truth, weeping, tells the mournful tale. 
How pamper'd luxury, flatt'ry by her aide. 
The parasite empoisoning her ear. 
With all the servile wretches in the rear. 
Looks o'er proud property, extended wide; 
And eyes the simple rustic hind, 

MThose toil upholds the glitjtering show, 
A creature of another kind. 
Some coarser substance, unrefin'd. 
Placed for her lordly use thus far, thus vile, below* 
Where, where is love's fond, tendo* throe. 
With lordly honour's lofty brow. 
The pow'rs you proudly own ? 
Is tber^ beneath love'ft Tio\>\e xaxfi«^ 
Can harbour, darV, the %cA&^ vosk* 
To bless bimaelf aloxieV 
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TO MART IN HEAVEN. 

nTHOU liaKerinK star, with lemeniiig raj* 
''' That lov'st to greet the early morn» 
Again thou usher'st in the day 

My Mary from my soul was torn. 
O Mary ! dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See*st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Hear'st.thou the groans that rend hiv breast? 
That sacred hour can I forget. 

Can I forget the hallow'd grove, 
Wliere by the winding Ayr we met, 

To live one day of parting love I 
Eternity will not efface 

Those records dear of transports past ; 
Thy image at our last embrace ; 

Ah ! little thought we 'twas our last! 
Ayr gurgling kiss*d his pebbled shoreMi 

O'erhung with wild woods, -thickeaU|^ green; 
The fragrant birch, and hawthorn konT 

Twin'd amoioas round the raptnr'd scene. 
The flowers sprang wanton to be prett* 

The birds sang love on every spray. 
Till too, too soon« the glowing west 

Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 
Still o'er these seenes my memory wakes. 

And fondly broods with miser care ; 
Time but the' impression deeper makes. 

As streams their channels deeper wear. 
My Mary, dear departed shade ! 

Where is thy blissful place of rest? 
See'st thou thy lover lowly laid ? 

Heai'st thou the groans that rend his breast ? 
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fhat wee bit heap o' leaves an* stibble,' 
Has cost thee mony a weary nibble ! 
Now thoa*s turn'd oat, for a' thy trouble. 

But house or hald. 
To thole the winter's sleety dribble. 

An' cranreuch cauld ! 

But, Mousie, thou art no thy lane. 
In proving foresight may be vain : 
The best laid schemes o* mice an* men. 

Gang aft a^ly. 
An* Iea*e us nought but grief and pain. 

For promb'd joy. 

Still thou art blest, compar'd wi* me ! 
The present only toucheth thee : 
But, och ! I backward cast my e*e. 

On prospects drear! 
An* forward, tho* I canna see, 

I guess an* fear. 



* TO A MOUNTAIN DAIST, 
On turning one down mith |A« Pbmgh in AprU, 1786* 

WEE, modest, crim8on>tipped flow*r, - 

Thou*s met me in an evil hour ; 
For I maun crush amang the stoore 

Thy slender stem; 
To spare thee now is past my pow*r, <> 

Thou bonnie gem. 

Alas I its no thy neebor sweet. 
The bonnie lark, companion meet I 
Bending thee *mang the dctvy -wlkX 

When npir«fd«priiM^Ci t»Ayi3M« to 
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Caald blew the bitcer-bitinf north 
Upon thy early, humble, birth ; 
Tet cheerfully thoo glinted forth 

Amid the storm. 
Scarce reai'd above the parent earth 

Thy tender form. 

The flaunting flow'rs our jfardens yield. 
High sheltering woods and wa's maun shield ; 
But thou beneath the random bield 

O' clod or stane, 
Adorns the histie stibble<^ld, 

Unseen, alane. 

There, in thy scahty mantle clad. 
Thy snawie bosom sun-ward spread. 
Thou lifts thy unassuming head 

In humble guise ; 
But now the share uptears thy bed. 

And low thou lies ! 

Such is the fate of artless Maid, 
Sweet floweret of the rural shade ! 
By love*s simplicity betray'd. 

And guileless trust, 
Till she, like thee, all soil'd, is laid. 

Low i* the dust. 

Such is the iate of simple bard. 

On life's rough ocean luckless starr'd ! 

Unskilful he to note tiie card 

Of prudent lore. 
Till billows rage, and gales blow hard. 

And whelm him o*er ! 

Such fate to suffering worth is giv'n. 
Who long w'llh wants and w<»es has striven. 

By human pride or cnmukm ^fkVTk 

To tll\»«^s'*"^tvs^k» 

Till wrench*d of every tU^f \»'afc'B«w^»^ , 
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Ev'n thou wbo moom'st the Daisy's fate, 
'That fate is thine— no distant date ; 
Stern Ruin's plough-share drives, elate. 

Full on thy bloom, 
nil crush*d beneath the furrow's weight. 

Shall be thy doom f 



AFTON WATER. 

FLOW gently, sweet Afton, among thy green braes. 
Flow gently, I'll sing thee a song in thy praise; 
My Mary's asleep by thy murmuring stream. 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, disturb not her dream. 

Thou 8tock«dove whose eeho resounds through tiie 

glen, 
Te wild whistling blackUrds in yon thorny den. 
Thou green-crested lapwing, thy screaming forbeaft 
I charge you disturb not my slumbering fiedr. 

How lofty, sweet Afton, thy neighbouring hills. 
Far mark'd with the courses of clear winding rills; 
There daily I wander as noon rises high. 
My flocks and my Mary's sweet cot in my eytt* 

How pleasant thy banks and green valleys below« 
"Where wild in the woodlands the primroses blow; 
There oft as mild evening weeps over the lee. 
The sweet-scented birk shades my Mary and me. 

Thy crystal stream, Aftoii« how lovely it glides. 
And winds by the cot where my M^ry rerides; 
How wanton thy waters hCT snowy feet, lave. 
As gathering sweet flowerets she stems thy dttur 
wave. 

Flow gently; sweet Alton, nmoiit t2b9 iw«ft. \« * w fc> 
FJow gently, sweet river, the theme oi xn^ \«S*\ 
Hy Mary's asleep by tby murmuTins *Xs«Ma» 
Flow gently, sweet Afton, ^UstaTl> not "^^^ ^''•^ 
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SONG. 

THE gloomy night is gathering tut. 
Loud roan the wild inconstant blast* 
Ton murky cloud is foul with rain, 
I see it driving o'er the plain ; 
The hunter now has left the moor, 
The scatter'd coveys meet secure. 
While here I wander, prest with care. 
Along the lonely banks of Ayr. 

The autumn mourns her ripening com 
By e.arly winter's ravage torn ; 
Across her placid, asure sky. 
She sees the scowling tempest fly : 
Chill runs my blood to hear it rave, 
I think upon the stormy wave. 
Where many a danger I must dare. 
Far from the bonnie banks of A3^* 

'Tis not the surging bUlows roar, 
Tis not that fabd deadly shore ; 
Though death in every shape appear. 
The wretched have no more to fear : 
But round my heart the ties are bound, 
Thft heart transpierc'd with many a wound ; 
These bleed afresh, those ties I tear. 
To leave the bonnie banks of Ayr. 

Farewell old Coila's hills and dales. 
Her heathy moors and winding vales; 
The scenes where wretched fkncy roves. 
Pursuing past, unhappy loves I 
Farewell, my firiends I Farewell, my foes I 
My peace with these, my love with thoao 
The bursting tears my hoart declare 
Farewell the bouuib buki ol Kn» 
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SONG. 

I^&OM thee, EUia, I most go, 
•^ And from my native shore ; 
The cruel ftttes between as throw 

A boQodless ocean's roar: 
But boundless oceans, roaring wide, 

Between my love and me. 
They never, never can divide 

My heart and sonl from thee ! 

Fftrewell, farewell, Elisa dear. 

The maid that I adore I 
A boding voice is in mine ear. 

We part to meet no more! 
But the last throb that leaves my heart. 

While death stands victor by. 
That throb, Eliaa, is thy part. 

And thine that latest sigh I 



SONG. 

CompoMd in Augutt, 

NOW westlin winds and slaughtering gun 
Bring autumn's pleasant weather; 
The moorcock springs, on whirring wings, 
. Amang the blooming heather : 
Kow waving grain, wide o'er the plain. 

Delights the weary farmer; 
And the moon shines bright, when I rove at 
To muse upon myvduumer. 

The partridge loves the fruitful fells ; 

The plover loves the mountains; 
The woodcock haunts the lonely dells; 

The soaring hem the fountains ; 
Thro' lof^ groves the cushat nn«ft 

Jfte jMth of man to shun It; 
ITte baMol bosh o'erhangt the l\Kraa3:i, 
3%e spremdiDg thom tlie Unmet. 
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Thus ev'ry kind their pleasure findt 

The savage and the tender; 
Some social join, and leafoes combine ; 

Some solitary wander : 
Avaont, away! the cruel sway, 

lyrannic man's dominion ; 
The sportsman's joy, the murd'rin£ ay. 

The flut^ring, gory pinion ! 

But Peggy dear, the ev'ning^s clear. 

Thick flies the skimming swallow ; 
The sky is blue, the fields in view. 

All fading-green and yellow : 
Come let us stray our gladsome way. 

And view the charms of nature ; 
The rustling com, the firuited thorn. 

And ev'ry happy creature. 

We'll gently walk, and sweetly talk. 

Till the silent moon shine clearly; 
I'll grasp thy wsdst, and, ibodly presto 

Swear how I love thee dearly : 
Not vernal show'rs to budding flow'rs, 

Not autumn to the farmer. 
So dear can be as thou to me. 

My fair, ray lovely diarmer I 



SONG. 

A OATN rejoicing nature seei 
-^^ Her robe assume its vernal hoet. 
Her leaiy locks wave in th.e breese 

All freshly steep'd in morning dews. 

GHORUl. 

And mann I «tiQLl on Hvc&a ^aml. 
And beax the «com l3t^%\ii\«ft €<b\ 

For it's iet, jet bXaidk, etf VCuVSk* %.Va«(t« 
An' It -wloDA l«fc * boftj >»\ 
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la Yain to me the cowslips blaw« 

In vain to me the vi'iets spring; 
In vain to me, in glen or shaw. 

The mavis and the lintwhite sing. 

And maon I still, &c 

The merry x^oughboy cheers his team, 

Wi' joy the tentie seedsman stalks. 
But life to me's a weary dream, 

A dream of ane that never wauks. 

And maun I still, dee* 

The wanton coot tfie water skims, 
Amang the reeds the ducklings ciy. 

The stately swan m^esUc swims, 
And eveiy thing is blest but I. 

And maun I still, &c. 

The sheepherd steeks his faulding slap. 
And owre the moorlands whistles snill, 

Wi' wild, onequal, wand'ring step 
I meet him on the dewy bill. 

And maim I still, fte. 

And when the lark, 'tween light and dark, 

Blythe waukens by the daisy's side. 
And mounts and sings on flittering wingi, 

A woe-worn gbaist I hameward glide. 

And mann I still, 9ce» 

Come, winter, with thine angiy howl. 

And raging bend the naked tree ; 
Thy gloom will soodie my cheerless sou!. 

When nature all is sad like me! 

CHORim. 

And mann I still on Menie doat. 
And bear the scorn thafs in her e^el 

For if s Jet, jet black, an' itfs like « hwit 
An' it wiBM iet » body b«. 

Vol. It, 8 




( ^ ^ 

,v tJie cave °* voos, »^*T«tf . 
^ rung •y^^^^b i**^ i r^ 

nd ^•rt^AV ftptW I'fk^ ^^* 
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, by the glare of false Science betray'd, 
to bewilder ; and daasles, to blind ; 
ts wont to roam, from shade onward to 
le, 

D before me, and sorrow behind, 
reat Father of light," then I cry'd, 
ore who fain would not wander from Thee! 
:d in dust, I relinquish my pride: 
: and from darkness thou only canst free.** 

Bss and doubt are now flying away : 
I roam in conjecture forlorn : 
m the traveller, faint, and astray, 
and the balny effulgence of morn : 
Love, and Mercy, in triomph descending* 
e all glowing in Eden's first bloom ! 
1 cheek of Death smites and roses are 
idingy 
y immortal awakes from the tomb. 



( 968 ) 
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THE TASK. 
BOOK I. 

THE SOFA. 

ISinf ttie Sofm, I. who lately sanf 
TiruLh, Hope, and Charity, and toocVd witii ave 
The solemn chords, and with a trembling hand, 
£scap*d with pain from that adTentVotu ffi^^ 
Now seek repose upon an hmnbler theme ; 
The theme though humble, yet august and pcood 
Th* occasion^for the F^ commands the song. 

Time was, when clothing sumptuous or Ibr nss^ 
Save their own painted skins, our sires had Bone. 
As yet black breeefaes were not ; satin soMMiti^ 
Or velvet soft, or plush with shaggy pile : 
The hardy chief upon the rugged rock 
Wash'd by the sea, or on the grav'Ily bank 
Thrown up by wintiy torrents roaring loud. 
Fearless of wrong, repos'd his weaiy strength* 
Those barb'rous ages past, succeeded next 
The birthday of Invention ; w^ak at firsts 
Dull in design, and clumsy to perform. 
Joint4tools were then created ; on three legs 
Upborne they stood. Three legs upholding firm 
A massy slab, in fiuhion square or roidid. 
On such a^tool immortal Alfred sa^ 
And swayM the sceptre of his iniant realms: 
And such in ancient halls and mansiona diwr 
May still be seen ; but perforated sore. 
And drill'd Vn bo\«&, t!kv« v^Ud oak is found. 
By worms vorac\o\ia «a\kD« ^^amraiiifia. ' 

At lenctki a gefteiattou ii«w* \«&ii^ 
Improv'd tli» simple i>A»a\ ^»»^\^*^ 
Gave them a t^iUteA tocm ^n«i6«'^. 
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r the Mat, with plenteous wadding BtufiTdi 
a aplandld cover, green and blue, 
and red, of tapestry rifdily wrought 
veil close, or needlework sublime, 
ight ye see the piony spread wide, 
•Mown rose, the shepherd and his lass, 
and lambkin with black staring eyes, 
voCs with twin cherries in their beak, 
une the cane from India smooth and bright 
itare*s vamisli ; severed into stripes, 
erlac'd eadi other, these supplied 
re firm a lattice-work, that brac'd 
' machine, and it became a chair. 
Less was the chair ; the back erect 
d the weary loins, that fdt no ease; 
p'ry seat betray'd the sliding part, 
3ss*d it, and the feet hung dangling down, 

in vain to find the distant floor, 
r tiie rich ; the rest, whom Fate had plac'd 
ist mediooity, content 
le materials, sat on weU4ann*d hides, 
9 and unyielding, glassy smooth, 
re and tliere a tuft of crimson yarn, 
3t crewel, in the cushion fia'd, 
•n might be cali'd, what harder seemM 
I firm oak, of which the frame was formed. 
t of timber then was felt or feai'd 
n*s liappy isle. The lumber stood 
IS and fiz*d by i^s own massy weight, 
ws still were wanting ; these, some say, 
man of Cripplegate contriv'd ; 
le ascribe th' invention to a priest, 
ad big, and studious of hu ease. 
B at first, and not with easy slope 
g wide, they pres^d against the riba, 
ls*d the side; and, elevated high, 
±^nua*d shoulders to invada teiA« ««■%. 
'0 •lap§*d or e'er our rugfcd %Vt«a 
'df tbongh ineommoddoaaly ¥«aX \^ 

•ue 1»ehJiKl. TheUdteAfo* 






UiililhtDd. Tbiue, ftn rosUd Ig tU 



Orovei, lieaitu, ud hhUbc tUIi(Mi 
Bctan mult ba bnutUiil, «Udi dWlj 



Nature iaanimate employs sweet sounds. 
But animated nature sweeter still» 
To soothe and satisfy the human ear. 
Ten thousand warblers cheer the day, and one 
The liye-long night : nor these alone, whose not€ 
Nice>finfer'd Art most emulate in vain. 
But cawing rooks, and kites that swim sublime 
In still repeated circles, screaming loud, 
The jay, the pie, and ev'n the boding owl. 
That hails the rising moon, have charms for me. 
Sounds inharmonious in themselves and harsh. 
Yet heard in scenes where peace for ever reigns 
And only there, please highly for their sake. 

Peace to the artist, whose ingenious thought 
]>tvis*d the weatherhouse, that useful toy 1 
Fearless of humid air and gathVing rains* 
Vortb steps the man—an emblem of myself! 
More delicate his timVous mate retires. 
When Winter soaks the fields, and female feet. 
Too weak to struggle with tenacious clay. 
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In Tillage or in tomi, the bay of can 
Incessant, dinking hammers, grindinf wheds* 
And infimts clamVons whether pleaa'd or pun'^ 
Oft have I wish*d the peacefbl coyert mine* 
Here, I have said, at least I should poasest 
The poet*s treasure, silence, and indulge 
The dreams of fimc7» tranquil and secure. 
Vun thought! the dweller in that still retreat 
Dearly obtains the refuge it afibrds. 
It*s elevated site forbids the wretch, 
To drink sweet waters of the crystid wdl ; 
He dips his bowl into the weedy ditch. 
And, heavy laden, brings his bev'rage home. 
Far fetch'd and little worth ; nor seldom waits, 
Dependant on the bakei's punctual call. 
To hear his crealung panniers at tiie dooiv 
Angry, and sad, and his last crust consiuB*d. 
So ftrewell envy of the fttumiit nett I 
Tf solitude make scant the means of life. 
Society for me !— thou seeming sweet. 
Be still a pleasing object in my view ; 
My visit still, but never mine abode. 

Not distant far, a length of colonade 
Invites us. Monument of andent taste, 
Kow soom*d, but worthy of a better ftte. 
Our fathers knew the value of a screen 
From sultry suns : and, in their shaded welke 
And long protracted bow'rs, eiyqy'd at qoom 
The gloom and coolness of decUning daj. 
We bear our shades about us; self-dqpiiv'd 
Of other screen, the thin umbrella spreed. 
And range an Indian waste without e tree. 
Thanks to Benevolus*— he spares me yet 
These chesnnts rang'd in corresponding Ub« | 
And, though hhnself so polish'd, still leprievei 
'ITie obsolete prolVsdty of shade. 

Pescending now (bu-t ciBaAkim,\eft.\iMlHlC^ 
A sadden steep npon « m^>sAAi^ 

♦ John CoirtneyTliwclimorts******?*'^ 
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We pass a ffulf, in which the ivillows dip 
Their pendent bouchs, stooping as if to drink. 
Hence, ancle deep in moss and flow'iy thyme. 
We mount again, and feel at ev'ry step 
Our foot half sunk in hillocks green and soft, 
Rab'd by the mole, the miner of the soil. 
He, not unlike the great ones of mankind, 
Disfignrrs Earth : and, plotting in the daik. 
Toils much to earn a monumental pile. 
That may record the miachiefii he has done. 

The sun mit gainM, behold the proud alcove, 
I'hat crovns it! yet not all it's pride secures 
The grand retreat from injuries impress'd 
By rural carvers, who with knives define 
The pannels, leaving an obscure, rude name. 
In characters uncouth, and spelt amiss. 
So strong the seal V immortalise himself 
Beats in the breast of man, that ev*n a fev. 
Few transient years, won from th* abyss abhorr'd 
Of blank oblivion, seem a glorious prise. 
And even to a clown. Now roves the eye ; 
And, posted on this specnUtive height. 
Exults in it's command. The sheepfbld here 
Pours out it*s fleecy tenants o'er the glebe. 
At first, progresuve as a stream, they tetk 
The middle field ; bat, scatter'd by degrees. 
Each to his choi(^ soon whiten all the land. 
There from the sonburnt hayfield homeward creeps 
Tlie loaded wun ; while, lightened of if s duif e^ 
Tlie wain that meets it passes swiftly by; 
The boorish driver leaning o'er his team 
Vocifrous, and impatient of deley. 
Nor less attractive is the woodland acens. 
Diversified with trees of ev'iy growth. 
Alike, yet various. Here the gray mooth trunki 
Of a«h, or lime, or beech, distinctly sUba^ 
Wtbin the twiUght of their lUtkMit iknAiift\ 
There, /ost tebind a rUng (rooad. ^te -wenA 
SeetoM Muak, and aborten*d to ii*m \ovwQ«^ 
IfotneiaaU the grow bat bn tie%aiiK«»v 
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Though each it* s hae pecaliar ; paler some. 
And of a wannish gray ; the wiUow snch. 
And poplar, that with silver lines his lesf^ 
And ash far-stretchinir his umbrageous arm ; 
Of deeper green the elm ; and deeper still, 

, Lord of the woods, the long>8urviving oak. 

:jf Some glo8sy-leav*d, and shining in the sua, 

The maple, and the beech of oily nuts 

i Prolific, and the lime at dewy eve 

Diffusing odours : nor unnoted pass 
The sycamore, capricious in attire. 
Now green, now tawny, and, ere antainn yet 
Have chang'd the woods, in scarlet honours bright. 
O'er Uiese, but far beyond (a spacious map 
Of hill and valley interpos'd between). 
The Ouse, dividing the well-watei'd land, 
Now glitters in the sun, and now retire^ 
As bashful, yet impatient to be seen. 

Hence the declivity is sharp and short. 
And such the reascent ; between them weept 
A little naiad her impov'rishM urn 
All summer long, which winter fills again. 
The folded gat^s would bar my progress now» 
Eut that the lord* of this enclosed demesne 
Communicative of the good he owns. 
Admits me to a share ; the guiltless eye 
Commits no wrong, nor wastes what it eojoya. 
Refreshing change! where now tiie Uaiing soof 
By short transition we have lost his glare, 
And stepped at once into a cooler clime. 
Ye fallen avenues! once more I mourn 
Your fiate unmerited, once more rejoice. 
That yet a remnant of your race survives. 
How airy and how light the graceful arch. 
Yet awful as the Q0uaftcn.\K4 1^»€ 
Re-echoing pious antiti«n&\ '«\&«i>MnM«fi^ 
The checkei'd earth «««» T«»^^s» «^ %.VwA 
Brush'd by tiie ^rlaA. ^ %v«^^^^'^^2i*c*. 
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Shot through tiie boughs, it dances as they dance. 
Shadow and sunshine intermingling quick, 
And dark'taing and enlightening, as the leaves 
Flaj wanton, ey>y moment, ev'ry spot. 

And now, with nerves new-braced and spirits 
dieer'd. 
We tread the wilderness, whose welUroird ifTalks, 
With curvature of slow and easj sweep- 
Deception innocent— give ample q>ace 
To narrow bounds. The grove receives us next; 
Between the upright shafts of whose tall elms 
We may discern the thresher at his task. 
Thump after thump resounds the constant flail. 
That seems to swing uncertain, and yet fells 
Full on the destiu*d ear. Wide flies the chafi> 
The rustling straw sends up a frequent mist 
Of atoms, sparkling in the noonday beam. 
Come hither, ye that press your beds of down. 
And sleep not ; see him sweating o*er his bread 
Before he eats it.r-*Tis the primal curse. 
But soften*d into mengr ; made the pledge 
Of cheerful days, and nights without a groan. 

By ceaseless action all that is subsists. 
Constant rotation of th' unwearied wheel. 
That Nature rides upon, maintains her health. 
Her beauty, her fertility. She dreads 
An instant's pause, and lives but while she moves. 
lt*s own revolvency upholds the World. 
Winds from all quarters agitate the air. 
And fit the limpid dement for use, 
El^ noxious ; oceans, rivers, lakes, and streams. 
All feel the fkesh*ning impulse, and are cleansed 
By restless undulation : ev'n the oak 
Thrives by the rude concussion of the storm: 
He >eems indeed indignant, and to fdti 
Th* impression of the blast with proud diadala« 
Trowniag, as if in Ms mMomdow 
He held Of thoader : bat tha 
Ht§ Arm stability to what be 
More Oj^d toloir, tht moi« ^tlwtf A 




Deserted of if. """f' ""^ ^le vipW "f' , 

To*hichhetorfel"5»^ Me«»ie life 

i,„l such the alert «d M .^ ^^,, 

By if. true worth, f'^^y rf the ■.«»«• 

Good temper ; 'P*""^"^ to » wduoo. U*. 
And not .oon .pea^ ^^^^ fought «« thdn . 
The poWra of !»oef •»° , .^ „ tliem 
E,-n «e '««" «*"' '^^^I'l own defecU. 

A sparkling eye •*°*»r',j^Uig a gW '»»'i^ 
The vefran .ho«. :^-i^„^» «,art th. t^ 

^i* youthful """^^t,, vthout «le«;\-„rt. 
sprightly. »^ °^"^. when court^ »»* 

Uke » coy ">''»^' „■ ., ^hose »hnne 
V»nhest retire.-" •*»^'^:o„,.d ie»t. 
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iirows Itolian UKht;dii English vaHs : 
mitadTe strokes can do no more 
i please the eye— sweet Nature*s ev'ry tenie. 
i air salubrious of her lofty hills, 
le cheering fragrance of her dewy valea. 
Old music of her woods— no works of maa 
Jiaj rival these, these all bespeak a pow*r 
Peculiar, and exclusively her own. 
Beneath the open sky she spreads the feast; 
Tis free to all— 'tis ev'iy day renewed ; 
Who scorns it stanret deservedly at home. 
He does not scorn it, who, imprisoned long 
In some unwholesome dungeon, and a prey 
To sallow sickness, which the vapours, dank 
And clammy, of his dark abode have bred. 
Escapes at last to liberty and light : 
His cheek recovers soon it's healthful hue ; 
His eye relumines it's extinguish'd fires ; . 
He walks, he leaps, he runs— is wing'd with Joy, 
And riots in tlie sweets of ev'ry breeae. 
He does not scorn it, who has long endured 
A fever's agonies, and fed on drugs. 
J7or yet the mariner, his blood inflam*d 
With acrid salts ; his very heart aihirst. 
To gaae at Nature in her green array. 
Upon the ship's tall side he stands, posses s' d 
With visions prompted by intense desire : 
Fair fields appear below, such as he left 
Far distant, socfa as be would die to find- 
He seeks them headlong, and is seen no more. 
The spleen is seldom felt where Flora reigns ; 
The low'ring eye, the petulance, the firowo. 
And sullen sadness, that o'ershade, distort. 
And mar, the face of Beauty, whos no cause 
For sach immeesureable wo i^>pears. 
These Flora banishes, and gives the feir 
Sweet smiles, and blooin len tnoBSMnX^dmA^siR 

It ia the constant wvolvAluou, iki^ 

And tastelets, of the bu&a xegMk*^ Vo^ 

2%at palJi and Mtkatea, »a^ vMduft' 
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A pedlar's padc, that bows the bearer down« 
Health sufifers, and the spirits ebb, the heart 
Recoils from itfs own choice— at the full feast 
Is famished— finds no music in the sonff* 
No smartness in the jest ; and wonders why. 
Tet thousands still desire to joom^ on. 
Though halt, and weary of the path they tread. 
The paralytic, who can hold her cards. 
But cannot play them, borrows a friend's hand. 
To deal and shuffle, to divide and sort 
Her mingled suits and sequences; and sits. 
Spectatress both and spectacle, a sad 
And silent cipher, while her proxy plays. 
Others are drasg'd into the crowded room 
Between supporters ; and, once seated, sit. 
Through downright inability to rise, 

. Till the stout bearers lift the corpse again. 
These rpeak a loud memento. Tet e'en these 
Themselves love life, and cling to it, as he. 
That overhangs a torrent, to a twig. 
They love it, and yet loath it; fear to die. 
Yet scorn the purposes, for which they live. 
Then whereforis not renounce them ? Ko— the dxwd^ 
Tlie slavish dread of solitude, that breeds 
Reflection and remorse, tbe fear of shame. 
And th«r invet'rate habits, all forbid. 

Whom call we gay ? That honour has been long 
The boast of mere pretenders to the name. 
The innocent are gay— the lark is gay. 
That dries his feathers, saturate with dew. 
Beneath the rosy cloud, while yet the bauns 
Of dayspring overshoot his humble nest. 
The peasant too, a witness of his song. 
Himself a songster, is as gay as he. 
But save me from the gayety of thoa^ 
Whose headachs nail them to m nooodagr bed ; 

And save me too from theus, -wViom biatiiKd «yte 
-f^asb desperation, and betray th«ai Vttv^ 
Jbr property stripped oflP by cnntl Oa«R»» 
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layety, that fills the bones with imLd, 
douth with blasphemy, the heart with wo. 
e Earth was made so yarious, that the niiKi 
desultory man, studious of change, 
.d pleas'd with novelty, might be indulg'd. 
i-ospects, however lovely, may be seen 
.ill half their beauties fade ; the weaiy sight, 
Joo well acquainted with their smiles, slides off 
Fastidious, seeking less familiar scenes. 
Then snug enclosures in the sheltered vale. 
Where Sequent hedges intercept the eye. 
Delight us ; hi^ipy to renounce awhile. 
Not senseless of it's charms, what still we love. 
That such short absence may endear it more. 
Then forests, or the savage rock, may please^ 
That hides the seamew in his hollow clefts 
Above the reach of man. His hoary head. 
Conspicuous many a league, the mariner 
Bound homeward, and in hope already there. 
Greets with three cheers exulting. At his waist 
A girdle of half-wither'd shrubs he shows, 
And at hb feet the ba£Bed billows die. 
The common, overgrown with fern, and rough 
With prickly gorse, that, shapeless and deformed. 
And dangerous to the touch, has yet itfs Uoom, 
And decks itself with ornaments of gold. 
Yields no unpl^tasing ramble ; there the turf 
Smells fresh, and, rich in odorifroos berbe 
And fungous fruits of earth, refales the sense 
With luxuiy of unexpected sweets. 

There often waodors one, whom better days 
Saw better clad, in cloak of satin trimmM 
With lace, and hat with splendid riband bound. 
A serving maid was she, and fell in lofo ' 
With one who left her, went to sea, and dM. 
Her fukcy fbllow'd hun through fiNoniiiff waves 
To distant sborei; and ftbA'swoMitax «&■' 
At what a aailor raffen ; fiauey tnn^ 
Deltuiye moat where waminit '^ ^^^^^ 
Would oft antldpete Ids I>»A «»»»» 
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Jtni Mfe occarioQ offon ; and with dance, 
od mnsic of the Madder and tiie bag, 
iegnile th^ woes, and make the wooda retoond. 
Such health and fayety of heart eigoy 
The hooselesB rovers of the sylvan world ; 
And, breathing wholesome air» and wand*riBg madly 
Keed other physic none to heal th* efiiBcts 
Of loathsome diet, penury, and eold. 

Blest he, though undistingulsh'd firom the crowd 
By wealth or dignity, who dwells secure. 
Where man, by nature fierce, has laid aside 
His fierceness, having learnt, though slow lo leara. 
The ouumers and the arts of civil life. 
His wants indeed are many ; but supply 
Is obvious, placed within the easy reach 
Of tempVate wishes and industrious hands. 
Here virtue thrives as in her proper soil ; 
Vot rude and surly, and beset with thorns. 
And terrible to sight, as when she springs 
(If e'er she spring spontaneous) in remote 
And barb'rons climes, where violence i»evails. 
And strength is lord of all ; but gentle, kind. 
By culture tam'd, by liberty refresh*d. 
And all her flrnits by radiant truth matui'd. 
"War and the chase engross the savage whole ; 
War lbllow*d for revenge, or to supplant 
The envied tenants of some happier spot: 
The chase for sustenance, precarious trust ! 
His hard condition with severe constraint 
Binds all his faculties, foibids all growth 
Of wisdom, proves a school, in wUch lie learns 
STy drcumventioa, unrdenting hate. 
Mean aelf-aitachinent, and scarce aught beside. 
Thus fore the sUvVing natives of tiie aofth. 
And thus the rangers of tfie western world. 
Where it advances for into the deep, 
Tow'rds the antMcHe. XiVulStMb' 
So lately fooad, nltlMnith ^tA 
€Jbeer all their wnsona 'nV^ «> 
Can boat! bot UtUe vVrtaA\ 
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Ibney iwIbu thee, and, thoagh ^t to err, 
tpt errt little, when she painu thee thus, 
ells me too, that duly ev'ry mom 

elimb^ the mountain top, with eager eye 
wine Hr and wide the wat'ry waste 
igfat of ship from England. Ev'ry speck 
in the dim horiaoa turns thee pale 
conflict of contending hopes and fears, 
iomes at last the dull and dusky eve, 
lends thee to thy catnn, weU*pr^»ar'd, 
earn all night of what the day denied. 

expect it not. We found no bait 
mpt us in thy country. Doing good, 
terested good, is not our trade, 
-avel fisr, *tis true, but not for nought; 
must be brib'd to compass Earth again 
dier hopes and richer fruits than yours. 
, though true worth and virtue in the mild 
genial soil of cultivated life 
t most, and aaij perhaps thrive only there, 
ot in cities oft : in proud, and gay, 
{ain<devoted cities. Thither flow, 

a common and most noisome sewer, 
jnegs and feculence of ev'ry land. 
ies foul example on most minds 
s itfs likeness. Rank abundance breeds, 
>8S and pampered cities, sloth, and lust, 
wantonness, and gluttonous excess, 
.es vice is liidden with most ease, 
m with least reproach ; and virtue, tau|^t 
sqiient lapse, can hope no triumph there 
id th* achievement of sncoessfiDl flight, 
o&fess them nnrs*riee of the arts, 
ich they flourish most ; where, in tho beams 
rm encouragement, and in the ejB 
bUc note, they readi ttieir perfe^ siae. H 

London is, by taste lad "utaX^ ytw ^iaM&4. ^ 

irest capital of all th* 'irai^^ 
t and inooattne&ee X^« 'WonK- ^^ 
tooch'd by lUynoldi, % A^>A«^ 



17 or does the chisei o*,. . . 

The pow'rs of sculpture, but the stgric .^ 
Each province of her art her equal care. 
\Vith nice incision of her guided steel 
She ploughs a braxea field, and clothes a soil 
So sterile with what diarms soe'er she will. 
The rtdiest scen'ry and the loveliest forms. 
Where finds Philosophy her eagle eye. 
With which she gaaes at yon bumiog disk 
Vndaasied, and detects and counts his spots ? 
In London : where her implements exact. 
With which she calculates, computes, and scansy 
All distance, motion, magnitude, and now 
Measures an atom, and now girds a worid i 
In London. Where has commerce such a mart* 
So rich, so throng'd, so drained, and so supplied. 
As London— opulent, enlarg'd, and still 
Increasing, London? Babylon of old 
Not more the gloiy of the Earth than she, 
A more aocomplish'd world's chief glory now. 
She has her praise. Now mark a spot or two^ 
*«««uty would do well to pwve; 
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ioly writ, she has presam'd t' mmnU 
d abrogate, as roundly as she may, 
le total ordinance and will of Ood ; 

idvandnc Fashion to the post of Iititli« 
And centrinc all authority in modes 
And customs of her own, till sabbaUi rites 
Have dwindled into unrespected forms. 
And knees and hassocks are well-nigh divor 

Ood made the country, and man made the 
What wonder Uien that health and virtue, gl 
That can alone make sweet the bitter draugh 
That life holds out to all, should most aboun« 
And least be ihrcatenM in the fields and grov 
Possess ye therefore, ye who, borne about 
In chariots and sedans, know no fatigue 
But that of idleness, and taste no scenes 
But such as art contrives, possess ye still' 
Your element ; there only can ye shine ; 
There only minds like yours can do no harm. 
Our groves were planted to console at noon 
The pensive wand'rer in their shades. At eve 
The moon-beam, sliding softly in between 
The sleeping leaves, is all the light they wisb« 
Birds warUing all the music We can spare 
The splendour of your lamps ; they but eclipse 
Our softer satellite. Tour songs confound 
Our m<H« harmonious notes : the thrush departs 
Scared, and th* offimded nightingale is mute. 
There is a public mischief in your mirth ; 
It plagues your country. Folly such as ywut, 
Orac'd with a sword, and wortiiier of a fm. 
Has made, what enemies could ne*er have done, 

)ur arch of empire, stedfost but for you, 

V mutilated ttRNtwe, sooa to fidU 
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THE TASK. 
BooKnr. 



H' 



THE WINTER EVENIVO. 

f ARK ! *ti» the twan^nf horn o*er jonderlitfdgi 
That with it's wearisome but needful leofth 
Bestrides the wintiy flood, in which the mooa 
Sees her un wrinkled fisce reflected bright;^ 
He comes, the herald of a noisy world* 
With spattered boots, str^;>p'd waist, and firoMi 

locks; 
Kews from all nations lumb*rinff at his Imk^. 
IVue to his charge, the close pack'd load buh^ndt 
Yet careless what he brings, his one concern 
Is to conduct it to the destin'd inn; 
And, having dropped th' expected bog, past on. 
He whistles as he goes, light4iearted wretch, 
Cold and yet cheerful: messenger of grief 
Perhaps to thousands, and of joj to some; 
To him indifTrent whether gxief or Joy. 
Houses in ashes, and the fidl of stocks, 
Sirtha, deaths, and maniages, ^isUes wet 
With tears, that trickled down the writei'a dwrin 
Fast as the periods from his fluent quiUL 
Or charg'd with am'rous sighs of absent nraln^ 
Or nymphs responsive, equally affect 
His horse and him, unconscious of them alia 
But O th' imptntant budget! ushered in 
With such heartpshaking music, who can nj 
What are it's tidings ? have our troops «waJi'd i 
Or do they still, as if with opium dmgifd. 
Snore to the murmurs of th' Atlantic wave f 
Is India freef and does she wear her plnaTd 
And JeweU'd turban with a wula of pea c e, . 
Or do we grind her still) TVm cn&4 ^ikaKm 
^Hbe popular haraagne, tha taxt Tf^Av* 
^e logic, and the wMom, and tlM 'wVfct 
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le loud laugh— I long to know them all ; 
1 to set til' impriaonM wranglers free, 
give theoi voice and utt'rance once again, 
ow stir the fire, and close the shatters &st» 
c fall the curtains, wheel the sofa round, 
nd, while the bubbling and loud hissing urn 
brows up a steamy column, and the cups, 
"hat cheer but not inebriate, wait on each, 
o let us welcome peaceful ev'mng in. . 
rot such his ev'niiig, who witli shining face 
weats in the crowded theatre, and, squeea*d 
knd bor'd with elbow-points through both his sides* 
lutscolds the ranting actor on the stage: 
for his, who patient stands till his feet throb, 
knd his head thumps, to feed upon the breath 
)f patriots, bursting with heroic rage, 
r placemen, all tranquillity and smiles, 
^is folio of four pages, happy work I 
hich not ev*n critics criticise ; that holds 
luisitive Attention, while I read, 
)t bound in chains of silence, which the fair, 
)ugh eloquent themselves, yet fear to break ; 
St b it, but a map of busy life, 
fluctuations, and it's vast concerns i 
) mns the mountainous and craggy ridge, 
twnpts Ambition. On the summit sea 
leals of office glitter in hb eyM ; 
imbs, he pants, he gratis them I At hit heelSt 
at hb heels, a demagogue ascends, 
rith a dez^roas Jeric soon twists him down, 
ins them, bat to loose them in Us tnnu 
ills of oily doqneoee in soft 
n lubricate the cooxm tbej teko ; 
dest speaker b ashao^d and friev'd* 
•s a momentTs notke ; and yet begi^ 
wopitioos ear for Us poor t h o ih ti , 
• trivial all that ko taaad^ia. 
ibAiIjNisl it da*i ■fc\wMfc<Mft^ yrt w>\ 
k of ittbraisilBn wn^ VnA WM^ 
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ipreads the honey of his deep research 
lis return— a rich repast for me. 
travels, and I too. I tread hb deck, 
>cend his topmast, through his peering eyes 
discover countries, with a kindred heart 
Suffer his woes, and share in his escapes ; 
While fancy, like the fin^r of- a clock. 
Runs the freat circuit, and is still at home. 

O Winter, ruler of th* inverted year. 
Thy scatter'd hair with sleet like ashes fiU'd, 
Thy breath congeal'd upon thy lips, thy cheeks 
Frinc'd with a beard made white with other snows 
Than those of age, thy forehead wrappM in clouds, 
A leafless branch thy sceptre, and thy throne 
A sliding car, indebted to no wheels. 
But urgM by storms along it's slipp*fy way, 
I love thee, all unlovely as thou seem'st. 
And dreaded as thou art ! Thou hold*st the sun 
A prisoner in the yet undawning east, 
Short'ning his journey between mom and noon. 
And hunyiog bin, impatient of his stay, 
Down to the rosy west ; but kindly still 
Compensating his loss with added hoars 
Of social converse and instructive ease, 
And gath*ring, at short notice, in one group 
The family dispers'd, and fixing thought. 
If ot less dispersM by daylight and it*s carei. 
I crown thee king of intimate delights. 
Fireside eAJoyments, homebom hapiuness. 
And all the comforts, that the lowly roof 
Of undisturb'd Retirement, and the hoars 
Of long aninierropted ev'ning, know* 
No rattling wheels stop short before these gates; 
Ho powdei'd pert proficient in the ait 
Of sounding an alarm assaults these doors 
Till the street rings ; no stationary steeds 
Cough their own knell, while, heedUM «A ^Qsa wqwi*^ 
The silent cirde fon them^vvs, tn4 ^wi^x 
Bat ben the newile plies it?* bosy taAi* 
2I10 pfttteni crow*, the wilMoBMM tA^^V 
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Wrooght pfttiently into the snowy lawn, 
Unfolds it's bosom ; buds, and leaves, and spiifs. 
And curling tendrils, gracefully dtspos'd. 
Follow the nimble finger of the fair ; 
A wreath, that cannot £ade, of Bow'rs, that blow 
With most success when all besides decay. 
The poet's or historian's page by one 
Made vocal for th* amusement of the rest ; 
The sprightly lyre, whose treasure of sweet sounds 
The touch from many a trembling chord shakes out; 
And the clear voice symphonions, yet diatinet, 
And in the charming strife triumphant still ; 
Beguile the night* and set a keener edge 
On female industry : the threaded steel 
Flies swiftly, and unfelt the task proceeds. 
The volume clos'd, the customary rites 
Of the last meal commence. A Roman meal ; 
Such as the mistress of the world once found 
Delicious, when her patriots of high note. 
Perhaps by moonlight, at their humble doom. 
And under an old oak's domestic shade, 
Enjoy'd, spare feast! a radish and an egg. 
Discourse ensues, not trivial, yet not dull. 
Nor such as with a frown forbids tlie play- 
Of fancy, or proscribes the sound of mirth: 
Nor do we madly, like an impious World, 
Who deem religion frenay, and the Gk>d, 
That made them, an intruder on their Joys, 
Start at his awful name, or deem his praise 
A jarring note. Themes of a graver tone. 
Exciting oft our gratitude and love. 
While we retrace with Mem*ry's pointiaf waad. 
That calls the past to our exact review. 
The dangers we have 'scaped, the broken man. 
The disappointed foe, deliv'ranca fooad 
Unlook'd for, life ^esenKd, and peace raetor'dfl 
Pniits of omnipotent «uerca]L\«««. 

O ev'ninca wortby ol the.i^toX tw^steA^. 

The SsOiine bard. O e^'B&A«ft»'^ «4^« 

More to be pxitf A «*. cwwfc^A. * 
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As more illumined, and with nobler tratht. 
That I, and mine, and those we love, enjoy. 

Is Winter hideous in a farb like this i 
Needs he the tragic for, the smoke of lamps, 
The pent*ttp breath of an unsav'iy thronf , 
To thaw him into feelinf ; or the smart 
And snappish dialogue, that flippant wits 
Call commiy, to prompt him with a smile? 
The self-complacent actor, when he views 
(Stealing a sidelong glanee at a full house) 
The slope of faces, from the floor to th* roof, 
(As if one master-spring controll'd them all) 
RelaxM into a untvenal grin. 
Sees not a connt*nance there, tliat speaks of joy 
Half so refin'd or so sincere as ours. 
Cards were superfluous here, with all the tricks. 
That idleness has ever yet contrived 
To fill the void of an unfurnish*d brain. 
To palliate dulness, and give time a shove. 
Time, as he passes us, has a dove's wing, 
Unsoil'd, and swift, and of a silken sound ; 
But the World's Time is Time in masquerade ! 
Theirs, should I paint him, has hb pinions fledg'd 
With motley plumes ; and, where the peacock shows 
His asure eyes, is tinrtur'd black and red 
Witli spots quadhmgular of diamond form, 
Ensanguin'd hearts, clubs typical of strife. 
And spades, the emblem of untimely graves. 
What should be, and what was an hourglass onco. 
Becomes a dice-box, and a billiard mace 
Well does the work of his destructive sitbe. 
Thus deck'd, he charms a World whom Fashion blinds 
To his true worth, most pleas'd when idle most ; 
Whose only happy are their wasted hoars. 
' Ev'n misses, at whose age their mothers wore 
The backstrfng and the bib, assume the drcM 
Of womanhood, fit pupils in the scYickA 
Of card-devoted Time, and rngbt by v\^t 
IVac'd at some racant comer of the \»QMd, 
X««ni ev^ trick, and toon pUy mU ^3B(% *•»»• 
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isarw too begin: Bat me perhaps 

irifir hmrth may satisfy awhile 

int illnmination, that uplifts 

dowa to ihe ceiling, there by fits 

: uncouthly to the quiv'ring flame. 

lelightfal is an hour to me 

t in parlour twilight : snch a gloom 

ill the thoughtful or unthinking mind, 

id contemplatire, with some new theme 

t, or indispos'd alike to all. 

'Of who boast your more mercurial pow'n, 

ver felt a stupor, know no pause, 

d one ; I am consdous, and confisss 

a soul, that does not always think. 
las Fancy ludicrous and wild 
with a waking dream of houses, tow*rs» 
lurches, and strange visages, express'd 
ed cinders, while with poring eye 
myself creating what I saw. 

amns'd have I quiescent watch'd 
ty films, that play upon the bars 
usrand foreboding in the view 
"stition, prophesying still, 
lUli deceiv*d, some stranger's near approach* 
I the understanding takes repose 
ent vacuity of thought, 
sps and is refresh'd. Meanwhile the Ikco 
I the mood lethargic with a ma^ 

deliberation, as t)ie man 
ik'd to his full strength, abaorb*d and lost. 
, reclln'd at ease, I lose an hour 
ng, till at length the fraeang blast, 
eeps the bolted shatter, summons home 
illected pow*rs ; and snapi^ng short 
My threads, with which the Fancj itmtm 
tlo toils, restores me to n^riolf. 
m it my recess ; acn^ Ymtv ^3ba ^msk^ 
ibTOAd, and the xeiui^ "«\iA «BAa«» 
tee A&d the wwrotiti esyii^^ '^IllfSi 
e wood! and ft«lds eX «is^ «^ *" 
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A Tariegated show ; tht meadows gnm. 
Though faded ; and the lands, when lately trai 
The golden hanrest, of a mellow brown, 
Uptnrn'd so lately bj the forcefal share. 
I saw far off the weedy fallows smUe 
With verdure not unprofitable, grufd 
By flocks, fut fisediDg, and selecting each 
His fav'rite herb; while all the leafless groves. 
That skirt th* horiaon, wore a sable hue. 
Scarce noticed in the kindred dusk of eve. 
Tb morrow brings a change, a total change I 
Which even now, though silently perfbrmM, 
And slowly, and by most unfrlt, the ftne 
Of uuiveml nature undergoes. 
Fast falls a fleecy show'r : the downy flakes 
Descending, and with never^:easing lapse, 
SofUy alighting upon all below. 
Assimilate all objects. Earth roceives 
Gladly the thick'ning mantle ; and the green 
And tender blade, that feai'd the chilling blas^ 
Escapes unhurt beneath so warm a veil. 

In such a world, so thorny, and where none 
Finds happiness unblighted, or, if found. 
Without some ihistly sorrow at it*s side ; 
It seems the part of wisdom, and no sin 
Against the law of love, to measure lots 
With less distinguished than ourselves ; that tbi 
We may with patience bear our mod'rate ills» 
And sympathise with others sufTring more. 
HI fiues the travller now, and he that stalks 
In pond'rous boots beside his reeking team. 
The wain goes heavily, impeded sore 
By oongregated louds adhering close 
To the eiogg'd wheels; and in i^s sluggish pace 
Veiselou appears a moving hill of snow. 
The toiling stMds evpaiui ^tM nmtiU wide, 
Whiie ev'ry braath, by tf»\^n«w» «teraa% 
Pofxj'd downward, to oomM»(a*MA v»wa 
Vpon their iotUmdMiM. **»**^^2#ir 
Tlie peltint lirunt «f tti» Xwft««*w»» ^*^^ 
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^th halAihttt eyes, and puckered cheeks, and teeth 
Presented hare afainst the storm, plods on. 
One band seenres his hat, save when with both 
He brandishes his pliant length of whip, 
Resouudinff oft, and never heard in vain. 
O hapi^ ; and in my account denied 
That sensibility of pain, with wliich 
Refinement is endu'd, thrice happy tboo ! 
Thy frame, robost and hardy, feels indeed 
The piercing cold, but feeh it unimpaired. 
The learned finger never need explore 
Thy vigorous pulse ; and the unhealthfial east. 
That breathes the spleen, and searches, ev'iy bene 
Of the infirm, is wholesome air to thee. 
Thy days roll on exempt from household care t 
Thy waggon is thy wife ; and the poor beasts. 
That drag the dull companion to and firo, 
Thine helpless charge, dependent on thy care. 
Ah treat them kindly i rude as thou appear'st^ 
Tet show that thou hast mercy f which the greats 
"With needless hurry whirl'd from place to place. 
Humane as they would seem, not always show. 

Poor, yet industriouji, modest, quiet, neat. 
Such claim compassion in a night like this. 
And liave a friend in ev*ry fiseUng lieart. 
Warm'd, while it lasts, by labour, all day long 
They brave the season, and yet find at eve, 
111 clad, and fed but sparely, time to cool. 
The frugal housewife tremUes when she lights 
Her souaty stock of brushwood, biasing dear. 
But dying soon, like all terrestrial joys. 
The few small embers left she nunes well ; 
And, while her inftmt race, with outspread hands, 
And crowded knees, sit cow*ring o*er the sparks, 
Retires, content to quake, so they be warm'd. . 
The man feels least, as more inur'd than sba 
To winter, sod the current in his v«&n& 
Mon briakly movM by lus severer UnX'v 
Yctb9 too fiadfl Jiis own ^fou«M Va OaK^ 



Si,B th. m*" " ^^ pghUc u 

avillet, •"* ™* iihool BtoiMii ilni* 

TlH^ 11«. mod 1>" ^j ^^„ bout IW 
From *"''*"'' ^^^'. «ide. lb«t icorDi t 
To woUw U>^ ^^ 'rUi* «>■«"•' '"" 
Nor c«™ft"* 'i. _. ...Mik utd p«kl»llt P 
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The effect of laamess or sottish waste* 

l^ow goes the nightly thief prowling abroad 

For plunder; much solicitous how best 

He may compensate for a day of sloth 

By works of darkness and nocturnal wrong. 

Wo to the gard'ner's pale, the farmer's hedge* 

Flashed neatly, and secured with driven stakes 

Deep in the loamy bank. Upiorn by strength. 

Resistless in so bad a cause, but lame 

To better deeds, he bundles up the spoil. 

An ass*s. burden, and, when laden most 

And heaviest, light of foot steals fast away. 

l^or does the boarded hovel better guard 

The well*stack'd pile of rhres logs and roots 

From his pernicious force. Vor will be leave 

Unwrench*d the door, however well secur'd. 

Where Chanticlen- amidst his haram sleeps 

In unsuspecting pomp. Twitch'd from the perch, 

He gives the princely bird, with all his wives, 

To hb voracious bag, struggling in vain. 

And loudly wond'hng at the sudden change. 

l^or this to feed his own. Twere some excuct, 

Did pity of tlieir snff'rings warp aside 

lib principle, and tempt him into iin 

For their support, so destitute. But they 

If eglected pine at home ; themselves, as more 

Expos'd than others, with less scrapie made 

His victims, robb*d of their defenceless all. 

Cruel Is all he does. Tis quenchless thirst 

Of ruinous ebriety, that prompts 

His ev'ry action, and imbrutes the man. 

O for a law to noose the villain's neck. 

Who starves his own ; who persecutes the blood 

He gave them in his children's veins, and hates 

And wrongs the woman, he has sworn to love ! 

Pass where we may, through city or through towa« 
Villaf e, or hamlet, of tltts merr^ \mi^« 
Though lean and bt-ggai'd, cv'ry vwettOfeV^vv^R-^ 

CooductB tb' uof uarded nose Xo «ucVv «. niVoS. 

Of stale debauch, fbrth-issuiuc feom ^5n» *Vi^» 
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Her caQM demands th* assistance of your Uiroats;— 
Ye all can swallow, and she asks no more. 

"Would I had fairn upon those happier days. 
That poets celebrate ; those golden times. 
And those Arcadian scenes, that Maro sings« 
And Sidney, warbler of poetic prose, 
llymphs were Dianas then, and sw^ns had hearts. 
That felt their virtues : Innocence, it seems. 
From courts dismiss'd, found shelter in the groves; 
The footsteps of Simplicity, impressed 
Upon the yielding herbage, (so they sing) 
Then were not all effac'd : then speech profane. 
And manners profligate, were rarely found, 
Observ'd as prodigies, and soon reclaim*d. 
Vain wish ! those days were never : idry dreams 
Sat for the picture : and the poet*s hand. 
Imparting substance to an empty shade. 
Imposed a gay delirium for a truth. 
Grant it: I -still must envy them an age, 
That favour'd such a dream; in days like these 
Impossible, when Virtue is so scarce. 
That to suppose a scene where she presides. 
Is tramontane, and stumbles all belief. 
Vo : we are polish'd now. The rural lass, 
Whom once her virgin modesty and grace, 
Iler artless manners, and her neat attire. 
So dignified, that she was hardly less 
Than the fair shepherdess of old romance, 
Is seen no more. The character is lost ! 
Her head, adom'd with lappets pinn'd aloft. 
And ribands streaming gay, superbly rais'd. 
And magnified beyond all human siae. 
Indebted to some smart wig-weaver's hand 
For more than half the tresses it sustains ; 
Her elbows ruffled, and iier tott*ring form 
111 propp'd upon French heels ; she might be dMsoel^ 
/But that the basket dangling ouYiet arooL 
Jnterpreis her more truly) of a tsaV 
Too proud for dairy work, or aaX* ot eix^« 
Expect her soon with fooU)oy «X\k«s Y»w^» 
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No longer blashing for her awkward load. 
Her train and her umbrella all her care L 

The town has tinf'd the coantiy ; and the stain 
Appears a spot upon a vestal*s robe. 
The worse for what it soils. The fashion runs 
Down into scenes still rural ; but alas. 
Scenes rarely grac'd with rural manners now ! 
Time was when in the pastoral retreat 
Th* unguarded door was safe ; men did not watch 
T* invade another's right, or guard their own. 
Then sleep was undisturb'd by fear, unscar'd 
By drunken bowlings ; and the chilling tale 
Of midnight murder was a wonder heard 
With doubtful credit, told to frighten babes. 
But farewell now to unsuspicious nights. 
And slumbers unalarm'd ! Now, ere you sleep. 
Sec that your polish'd arms be prim'd with care. 
And dropt the nightbolt ; — ruffians are abroad ; 
' '"Snd the first larum of the cock's shrill throat 
May prove a trumpet, summoning your ear 
To horrid sonnds of hostile feet within. 
£v'n daylight has it's dangers ; and the walk 
Thro' pathless wastes and woods, unconscious once 
Of other tenants than melodious birds, 
Or harmless flocks, is hazardous and bold. 
Lamented change ! to which fiiU many a cause 
Jnvet'rate, hopeless of a cure, conspires. 
The course of human things from good to ill. 
From ill to worse, is fatal, never fails. 
Increase of poVr begets increase of wealth ; 
Wealth luxury, and luxury excess; 
Excess, tbe scrofulous and itchy plague. 
That seises first the opulent, descends 
To the next rank contagious, and in time 
Taints downward all the graduated scale 
Of order, from tYie cYvvtioV. xa Uve plough. 
The rich, and they, x\\aX.Yw!<k wv wm\» eoM^i. 
Tbe licence of theVowwV.\vi Ac«c^^, 
Desert their ofiVce; unA \.Yvem*e\'«^v VoX^x 
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To all the violence of lawless hands 
Resign the scenes, their presence might im>tect* 
Authority herself not seldom sleeps, 
Tliough resident, and witness of the wrong. 
The plump convivial parson often bears 
The magbtcrial sword in vain, and lays 
His revVenco and his worship both to rest 
On the same cushion of habitual sloth* 
Perhaps timidity restrains his arm ; 
When he should strike he tregibles, and sets firee» 
Himself enslav'd by terrour of the baud* 
Th' audacious convict, whom he dares not bind* 
Perhaps, though by profession ghostly pure. 
He too may have his vice, and sometimes [Nrove 
Less dainty than becomes his grave outude 
In lucrative concerns. Examine well 
His milkwhite hand ; the pakn is hardly clean- 
But here and there an ugly smutch appears. 
Foh ! 'twas a bribe that left it : he has touch'd/ 
Corruption. WhMO seeks an audit here 
Propitious, pays his tribute, game or fisb» 
Wildfowl or ven*son ; and his errand speeds. 
But faster far, and more than all the rest^ 
A noble cause, which none, who bean a spark 
Of public virtue, ever wish'd remov'd. 
Works the deplor'd and mischievous effect. 
*ris universal soldiership has stabb*d 
The heart of merit in the meaner class. 
Arms, through the vanity and Inrainless rage 
Of those that bear them, in whatever causet 
Seem most at variance with all moral good. 
And incompatible with serious thought. 
The clown, the child of nature, without gnil*. 
Blest with an infisnt's ignorance of all 
But his own simple pleasures ; now and then 
A wrestling match, a footrace, or a fiur ; 
Is ballotted, and trembles at tVw u«w%*. 
Sheepish be dofis his hat, and xDL«aib'&n% uwitsM* 
A bible-oath to be whate'er t\i«y pXfcwa ^ _ , j^ 
2b do Ae Jknows not irh*U TV» VmB^ 'B**^**^ 
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Hence chtrter'd boronghs are such public plsga< 
And burghers, men immaculate perhaps 
In all their private functions, once combin'd, 
Becrnne a loathsome body, only fit 
For dissolution, hurtful to the main. 
Hence merchants, unimpeacliable of sin 
Against the charities of domestic life, 
. Incorporated seem at once to lose 
Their natore ; and, disclaiming all regard 
For mercy and the common rights of man. 
Build factories with blood, conducting trade 
At tiie sword's p<»int, and dyeing the white rob 
Of innocent commercial Justice red. 
Hence too the field of glory, as the world 
Misdeems it, danted by it's bright amor. 
With all it's majesty of thund'ring pomp, 
Enchanting music and immortal wreaths. 
Is but a school, where thoughtlessness ia taught 
On principle, where foppery atones 
For folly, gallantry for erVy vice. . 

But slighted as it b, and by the great 
Abandon'd, and, which still I more regret 
Infected with the manners and the modes. 
It knew not once, the country wins me still. 
I never f¥am*d a wish, or form'd a plan. 
That flatter'd me with hopes of earthly bliss. 
But there I laid the scene. There early stray'd 
My fancy, ere yet liberty of choice 
Had found me, or the hope of being free. 
My very dreams were rural ; rural too 
The first-born efforts of my youthful muse. 
Sportive and jingling her poetic bells. 
Ere yet her ear was mistress of their pow*rs. 
No bard could please me but whose lyre was ta 
To Nature's praises. Heroes and their feats 
Fatigu'd me, never weary of thie \^v^ 
Of Tityru»t assembling, aa Y\e ucn^, 
r/ic rustic throng beneal\i \vV» ta.Vt\\A\>e»^ 
Then Milton had Indoed a po«,>!% cYv^rm**- 
^ew to my tMte his PatadVae ««t««»2*^ 
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Prove it A breath of anadult'rate air t 
The fUmpse of a green pasture, how they c 
The citisen, and hrace his languid firame ! 
Ev'n in the stifling bosom of the town 
A garden, in which nothing thrives, lias dia 
That soothe the rich possessor; mud) oonso 
That here and there some sprigs of monmfu 
Of nightshade, or valerian, grace Ae well 
He cultivates. These serve him with a hint 
That Nature lives ; that sighWefireshing gre 
Is still the livery she delights to wear, 
Though sickly samples of th' exub*rant who 
"What are the casements 1in*d with creeping 
The prouder sashes fronted with a range 
Of orange, myrtle, or the fragrant weed, 
The Frenchman's darling* ? are they not all 
That man, immur'd in cities, still retains 
His inborn inextinguishable thirst 
Of rural scenes, compensating his loss 
By supplemental shifts, the best he may f 
The most unfurnish'd with the means of lif 
And they that never pass their brick-wall I; 
To range the fields, and treat tiieir lungs w 
Yet feel the bormoff instinct : over head 
Suspend their craay boaes, planted thick, 
And watei'd duly. There the pitcher stam 
A fragment and the spouUess tea-pot there 
Sad witnesses how close-pent man regrets 
The country, with what ardour he contrive 
A peep at Nature, when he can no more. 

Hail, therefore, patroness of health and c 
And contemplation, heartpConsoUng joys, 
And harmless pleasures, in the throng'd ab 
Of multitudes unknown ; hail, rural life I 
j4ddress himself who will to the pursuit 
Of honours, or emolument, or faymA*, 
I aball not add By«e\f to «ok^ 9^ <^iaaA^ 
Xbirart hji attempts, ot ewrr Ya» vqkk^ 
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Ify mother 1 when I leam'd that thou wast dead» 
Say. wast thoa consdoas of the tears I shed i 
Hover'd thy spirit o*er thy sorr'wiiiff son. 
Wretch even then, life'b joam^ just began ? 
Perhaps thoa iptv'st me, tiiough onfdt, a kiss; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bli8s<-i 
Ah that maternal smile ! it answers— Yes. 
I heard the bell toU'd on thy burial day, 
I saw the hearse, that b(Mre thee slow away. 
And, taming from ray nars'ry window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu I 
But was it such f— It was.— Where thou art gone 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shores 
The parting word shall pass my lips no more ! 
Thy maidens, griev'd themselves at my concern. 
Oft gave me promise of thy quick return. 
What ardently I wish'd, I long beUev*d, 
And, disappointed still, was still deoeiv'd. 
By expecti^tion ev'ry day beguil'd, 
Dupe of «9 morrow even from a child. 
Thus many a sad to morrow came and went, 
Till, all my stock of infant sorrow spent, 
I leam'd at last submission to my lot. 
But, though I less deploi'd thee, ne*er forgot. 

Where once we dwelt our name is heard no more. 
Children not thine have trod my nurs*ry floor ; 
And where the gard'ner Robin, day by day, 
Drew me to school along the public way, 
Delighted with my bauble ooach, and wrapp*d 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet' cap, 
Tis now become a hbt*ry little known, 
That once we call'd the pastoral house our own.. 
Shortliv'd possession ! but the record Mr, 
That mem'ry keeps of all thy kindness there. 
Still outlives many a storm, that has efiRicM 
A thousaiid other themes leas dee(\'y tranS^. 
Tliy oightiy visits to my cfattmbet maA«« 
ThMt thou JBifbtiC know me Mfe aaHai Nr«saA9^^^'« 
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Thy morning bounties ere I left my home. 

The biscuit, or confectionary plum ; 

The fragrant waters on my cheeks beatow'd 

By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and glow'd: 

Ail this, and more endearing still than all. 

Thy constant flow of love, Uiat knew no fall, 

Ne'er roughen'd by those cataracts and breakf» 

That humour interpos'd too often makes ; 

All this still legible in mem'ry's page. 

And still to be so to my latest age. 

Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 

Such honours to thee as my numbers may ; 

Perhaps a frail memorial, but sincere. 

Not scom*d in Ueav'n, though little notic'd heret 

Could lime, his flight revers'd, restore the boun. 
When, playing with thy vesture's tissu'd flow'rs. 
The violet, tlie pink, and jessamine, 
I prick'd them into paper with a pin, 
(And thou wast happier than myself the while, 
Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head, and smile) 
Could those few pleasant days again appear. 
Might one wuh bring them, would I wish them hen? 
I would not trust my heart— the dear delight 
Seems so to be desir'd, perhaps I might.— 
But no— what here we call our life is audi. 
So little to be lov'd, and thou so much. 
That I should ill requite thee to oonstratn 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion's coast 
(The storms all weathered and the ocean cron*d) 
Shoots into port at some well-haven'd iale, 
Where spices breathe, and brighter seaacms smilfl^ 
There sits quiescent on the floods^ that ahow 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below. 
While airs impregnated with incenae play 
Around her, fanning light her streamers gay; 
80 thou, with aaUaVxow «w\lt\Yuufe.TtMh!dtb« ahon^ 
" Wliere tempeita »««« ^«»»- ^^ >Ma«wi\ 'wniat* 
And thy lov-d oonwrt ou ^J^^j^ 
Of life long since !»•» «^of ^V» ^ ^Wi., 



WILLIAM COWPE&. 431 

Bat me, scarce hoping to attain that rest. 
Always firom port withheld, always distress^— 
Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest-toss'd. 
Sails ripp*d, seams op'ning wide, and compass lost. 
And day by day some current's thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosp*rous coarse. 
Tet O the thought, that thou art safe, and he ! 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boast is not, that I deduce my birth 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the Earth ; 
But higher far my proud pretensions rise— 
The son of parents pass'd into the skies. 
And now, farewell— Hme unrevok'd has run 
His wonted course, yet what I wbh*d is done. 
By contemplationis help, not sought in vidn, 
I seem*d t* have liv*d my childhood o*er again ; 
To have renew'd the joys that once were mine. 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 
And, while the wings of Fancy still are firee. 
And I can view this mimic show of thee. 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft— 
Thyself remov'd, thy pow'r to soothe me left* 



TO MART. 

npHE twentieth year is well nigh past, 
•*■ Since first our sky was overcast. 
Ah would that this might be the last! 

MyMaiy! 

Thy spirits have a fainter flow, 
I see thee daily weaker grow— 
*Twas my distress that brought thee low, 

MyMaiyf 

Thy needles, once a shininf 8tore» 

For my sake rastlett hefetQ(foce\ 

Now nut dJina'd* tad ikKkni M idw^ _ ^^^ 
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For though thou gladly would'st fulfil 
The same kiod office for me still. 
Thy sight now seconds not thy will. 

My Mary! 
But well thou playM'st the huswife's part. 
And all thy threads with magic art. 
Have wound themselves about this heart. 

My Mary I 
Thy indistinct expressions seem 
Like language utter'd in a dream ; 
Tet me they charm, whate'er the. theme. 

My Maryt 
Thy silver locks, once auburn bright. 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

MyMaryl 
For could I view nor them nor thee. 
What sight worth seeing could I see i 
The sun would rise in vain for me. 

My Maryt . 
Partakers of thy sad decline. 
Thy hands their little force resign ; 
Tet gently prest, press gently mine, 

My Mary! 
Such feebleness of limbs thou prov'st. 
That now, at every step thou mov'st 
Upheld by two, yet still thou lov'stf 

MyMaiyl 
AQd stilt to love, though prest with ill ; 
In wiDt*ry age to foel no chill. 
With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mai7! 
But ah f by constant heed I know, 
How oft the sadness that I show. 
Transforms thy smiles to looks of woe, 

MyMaiy! 
And should my Aitare lot be cut 
"^ith much resemblance of the i^l, 
^hy woTQ-out heart win bw* ix\»t. 
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THOMAS CBATTERTOJr. 

TTEN UNDBE THE NAME OF ROWLEY. 
ffU0i t9 kmvejkMtriOktd in tke Wk Century. * 

ECLOGUE THE FIRST. 



ROBERTE AND RAUFB. 



7HAVIME Englonde, smeethynge* from her 

' lethaU wounde, 

im her galled necke dyd twyttee the chayne 

awaie, 
nay nge 4 her legeful sonoes falle all aronnde» 
ygfatie thele fell, *twas Honoare ledde the fraie,) 
uine inne a dale, ble eve's dark 8urcote« graie, 
ayne lonelle shepsterres/ dyd abrodden^ file 
le rofltlyngA Uff doth tlieyr whytte hartes af- 

fraiei,) 
d Hry the the ovlette trembled and dyd crie ; 
ite Roberte Neathcrde hys sore boesom stroke, 
. fellen on the grounde and thus yspoke. 

ROBERTS. 
, Ranfe ! gif thos the howres do comme alonge, 
' thos wee flie in chase of farther woe, 
re fote wyUe feyle, albeytte wee bee strongo, 
wylle oure pace swefte as oure danger goe. 

muUng. * Deadly. e Plock or poll ; twtt^ 
eeinc. e A cloke or nantle. / Sbepherda. 

imfOj. h Rartltag. t Aftigkt. 

Hme Poe«a» eontldared aatbe prodactkNW of Ctet* 
^ ahould have been i— e rte d medi earlier tai tfria 
m; bat their appoieal anUquity seeiMil to aake 
ill plaocd among umJera poeai. To bafe gtvamttMii^ 
•etacM of vm early poatoii tt wt\Kteik Vn ^ 
I tew been abend. Under tMa«3MWM^^aM| 

*tofni to Iht end of tkfi «oi|^ 

If. U . 
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T<t oure grete wronges wee have enhepedl moe. 
The Baronnes warre! oh ! woe and well-a-daie! 
I haveth lyff, bott have escaped soe 
That lyff ytsel mie Senses doe affraie 
Oh Raufe, comme lyste, and hear mie demie/ tale, 
Comeheare the baleful! m dome of Robjrnne of the 
dale. 

RAUFE. 

Sale to mee nete ;i» I kenne thie woe in myne; 
Oh I I've a tale that Sabaluso motep telle. 
Swotef flouretts, mantled meedows, forestes 

dygne ; r 
Gravotsx far-kendf arounde the £rrmietst( cell ; 
The swote ribible x dynniog jf y u the dell ; 
Thejoyousdaunceyngeynn thehoastriex coorta; 
Eke a the highe songe and every ch joie farewell. 
Farewell the verie shade of fay re dysportei: 
Iropesteiingc trobble onn mie heade doe comme, 
Ke on kynde Seyncte to wardetf the aye# encreas* 

ynge dome. 

ROBERTE. 
Oh ! I couldc wailemie kynge-coppe^ecked meesj 
Hie spreedynge flockes of shepe of lillie white, 
Mie tendre applyngesg, and embodydeA trees, 
Mie Parker's Grange, t for spreedynge to the qrgfa 
Mie cuyenk kyne/, mie buUockes stringOM 

fyghte, 
Mie gome« emblaunchedo with the comfr 

plante, 
Mie floure Seyncte Marie ^ shotteyngr wytb 

lyghte, 
Mie store of all the blessynges Heaven am 

ir Added. / Sad. m Woefiil. n Nooght. • Tb 
p Might, f SweeU r Oood, neat, t Orom. 1 1 
u Hermit, x Violin, y Sounding, m Inn, or paV 
a Also. t PJeasure. c ABOoyiag. d fa 
e Erer, always. / Meadows. g On 

4 TbJck, stoat. ilibeitjotvukwni^mikWV 
^I^Boder. ;Cows. mtoM«. 

• Whitened^ blanched, t CaniiK1% ^ tM^ntM 
^'oi; q Maryffold. r SVwMtot« 
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nn duressed/ unto sorrowes blowe, 
«iid / to the peyne, will lette ne salte teare 1 

RAUFE. 
[ere I wille obaie u unty lie Dethe doe 'pei 
[ere lyche a foule empoysoned leathel tre 
Hijche sleaethx everichoney that commeth 
oe wille I fysed unto thys place gres. 
to bementa haveth moe cause than thee ; 
leene in the warre mie boolieft fadre lies; 
^h t joieous I hys mortherer would slea, 
Lnd ble hys syde for aie enclose myne eie; 
^kedtf from everych joie, heere wylle I b 
11 ys the CuUys-yatteif of mie hartes castle : 

ROBERTE. 
lore woes alyche, alyche our dome« shal 1 
lie soone, mie sonne alley i^/*, yslorven^ y 
[ere wylle I stale, and end mie lyff with 1 
I lyff lyche myne a bordcn ys ywisA. 
fow firom een loggest fledden is selynessi 
lynsterres/ alley nm can boaste the hal 

Seyncte, 
Tow doeth Englonde weare a bloudie dres 
Lnd wyth her champyonnes gore her Cm 

peyncteo; 
>eace fledde, dborder sheweth her dark ro 
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ECLOGUB THE SECOND. 



NYOELLE. 



CPRYTESf of the bleste, the pious Njcelle md, 
^ Poure owte yer pleasaonce r on my fadres hedde. 

Kycharde of lorona barte to fy(hte ia son, 
Uponne the brede# sea doe the bannora i^ane/, 
The ameDusedv nationnes be astonx. 
To keny sy ke s large a flete, sy ke fy ne, ayke breme«. 
The b'arkU heafodsi coupe c the lymed^f strome; 
Oundestf synkeynge oundes upon the hard ake/ 

riese; 

The water slaghoraes; wythe a svotyeA chmei 

Conteke il the dy nny nge / ay re, and reche ttie skMs. 

Sprytes of the bleste, on goaldyn troneta» asteddew, 

Poure owte yer pleasaunce onn inie fadres hedde. 

The guleo depy noted ji oares from the black tyde, 
Decom f wyth fonnes r rare, doe shemiyagu/ lyse ; 
TJpswalyngetf doe heieu sheweynne drierie pryde, 
Lyche gore red estells« in the evef marks akyaa; 
The nome-depeyncted a shields, the speres aiyse, 
Alychei talle rosbes on the water syde ; 
Alenge* from bark to bark the Iwyghte sheeat^ 

flyes; 
Sweft-kerv'd« delyghtes doe on the water glyde* 
Sprytes of the bleste, and ererich Seyncte ydeddc^ 
Poore owte youre pleasaunce on mie fadres hedde. 

1 Spiriti. . r Pieanrc / Broad, t Shine, h Diariaiihad. 
'Aitooished. >8ee. vSncli. « Strong. » Heads. cOkL 
dGlwj, eWaret. /Oak. ^ A Borieal iMtnraMaC, 
A Sweet. iSoeud. kConfiue, fSomding. mThnmci. 
« Seated. eHed. pV^ttaA. qCarrrd. rDtvieca* 
' Olimmerinc. t Viatoti.MagB^ ^'T6k\, 

e AloDff. 4 SWme. « »««W5tw^» 
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Tha Saraaea lokea owte : he doethe feera. 
That Engloades brondaous/ sonnet do ootto the 

iraie. 
Lyke hooted bockes, theye reineth g here and there* 
OnknowlachyngeA ione whatte place to obaia* 
The banner glesters on the heme of dale ; 
The mittee i crosse Jerusalim ys seene ; 
Phereof the ayghte yer corrage doe affiraiei. 
In baleful! dole their faces be ywreene/, 
Spiyt^ of the bleste» and ererich Seyncte ydedde» 
Poure owte your pleasaunce on mie ladre» hedde. 

The boUensen and cottesm, so swyfte yn fygfate. 
Upon the sydes of everich bark appere 
7oortha to his office lepethe everych knyghte, 
Eftsoonesn hys squyer, with hysshieide and spare. 
The jynyoge o shieldes doe shemre and moke g\vttfi 
The dosheynge^ oare doe make gemotedr dynne; 
The reynyhg« foemen /, thynckeynge glf w to dare, 
Bounjr the merkjr swerde, theie seche to fraie«, 
theie blyna. 
Spiytes of the bleste, and eveiycbe Sctyncte ydedde» 
Poure owte yer pleasaunce onne mie fadres hedde. 

Now comm tha warrynge Sarasyas to fygbta; 
Kynge Ryobarde, lycha a lyoocel^ of warra, 
looa sheanyage goulde* lyke faerie c groaArt<f 

dygbte «, 
Shaketh alofe hys hoode, and seene afarre. 
Syke hayeth I espyde a greter starre 
Amenge/ the drybblettg ons to sheene folle 

biyghte ; 
9yke sannjrs wayne A wyth amaiyfd • beames doe 

barr 
The blaonchieA moae or estells to gev lyghte. 

/Fwioafc ^Aaoaedu A Not luoviiw; ftfiffhty. 

Ir AfiighL / Covered. m Diflerent kinds of boats. 

m PWIaoMi. •Jotaiag. pOHtttr. f DaiUag. rVatted. 

# ■—lag. <F«es. mU. vMalieready. jrlMvK. 

M lagaga. ai O aas a . AA y saa g ttoa. c 

ABMCear. aDaekt f liirrn glwA* 

AWUta. 
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Sprytes of the bleste, and everich Sejmcte ydedde, 

Poure owte your pleasaunce on mie fadrcs hedde. 

Distraughte / alfraie m, wythe lockes of bIodde*red 

die, 
TexTOurc, emburled n yn the thonders rage, 
I>eathe, lynked to dismaie, dothe ugsommeo flie, 
Enchafynge;^ echone champyoone war to wage. 
Speres bevyle; speres ; swerdes upon swerdes 

engage ; 

Armoure on armoure dynnr, shielde upon shielde; 

Ke dethe of ihosandes can the warre assuage, 

Botte falleynge nombers sable# all the feelde, 

Sprytes of the bleste, and everych Seyncte ydedde, 

Poure owte youre pleasaunce on mie fadres hedde. 

The foemcn fal arounde; the cross relesf hye; 

Steyned ynne goere, the harte of warre ys seen; 

Kyng Rycharde,thorougli everyche trope doth fiie» 

And bcrreth meynteu of Turkes onto the greene; 

Bie hymm the floure of Asies menn is sleenejr; 

The waylyngc^ mone doth fade before hys sonne; 

Bie hym hys knyghtes bee formed to actions 
deene x, 

"Doeyxxge syke marvels a, strongers be astonl. 
Sprytes of the bleste, and everych Seyncte ydedde, 
Poure owte your pleasaunce onn mie fadres hedde* 

Tlie fyghte is wonne; Kynge Rycharde master is; 
The Englonde banneir kisseth the hie ayre; 
Pull of pure joie the armie is iwyse. 
And everych one haveth it onne his bajrreif; 
Agayne to Englonde comme, and worsch^pped 

there, 
Twyghte« into lovynge armes, and feasted eA/; 
In everych eyne aredynge nete of wyereg:. 
Of all remembrance of past peyne berefte. 

i DtstractiDK. m XffiVgVil. »kt«ni. •TvRWf. 
/ Eocoaraffing . f Break. rSoonAa; iVte«3u». t ^^wy. 
tMtUij, X Slain. yDecteMto*. * ^'^"^SS^li^ «SS 
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iSprytes of the bleste, and everich Sejncte ydedde, 
Sjrke pleasures powre upon mie fadres hedde. 

Syke Nigel sed, whan from the bluie sea 
The upswol h say le dyd daunce before his eyne ; 
Swefte as the wishe, hee toe the beeche dyd flee. 
And founde his fadre steppeynge from the bryne. 
Lette thyssen menne, who haveth sprite of loove, 
Bethyncke untoe hemselves how mote themeetynge 
proove. 



ECLOGUE THE THIRD. 



MANNE. WOMANNE. SIR ROOERRE. 



"fllZOULDST thoii kenn nature in her better 
•'^ parte? 
Ooe, serche the logges t and bordels k of the hynde /; 
Gyffm theie have anie, itte ys roughe-made arte, 
Inne hem n you see the blakied o forme of kyndejy. 
Haveth your mynde a lycheynge^ of a mynde? 
IVoulde it kenne everich thynge, as it moter bee ? 
Woulde ytte here phrase of vulgar from the hynde, 
Withoute wiseegger s wordes and knowlache t fne ? 
Oyf soe, rede tbys, wbyche I che dyspor^mgew 
pende; 
Oif nete besyde, yttes rhyme mue ytte commende. 

MANNE. 

Botte whether, fayre mayde, do ye goe ? 

where do ye bende yer waie? 
I wille knowe whether you goe, 

1 wy lie not bee asseled s naie. 

WOMANNE. 

To Robin and Nell, all downe in the delle^ 
To heley hem at makeynge of haie. 



» MwoUeu. i Hula. k OQtti««u 

miC nThem. a If aked» oil|^«ai* f1 

rMBgbt, /ApMloaovter. « VLaoiAM«^ ^**^ 
srAmwatd. jrAid. 



I M uyppe yttc 



Tliys jlBfychflouiedoonie; tliafnu, 
MDare-wilbe»HDdb«efanr>iied#br d* 
Sae ' tbe Awot« ftountta/ hatbc do« av 
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Bee moe greate, 
Inne honnoure» knyghtehoode and estate ? 

SYR ROGERRE. 
' Attournejr thy eyne arounde thys haied mee, 
Tentyfliejr loke arounde the chapers dellea; 
An answere to thie barganette^ here see* 
Thys welked c flourette wylle a leson telle : 
Aristif it blew e, itte florished, and dyd veil, 
Lokeynge ascaunce/upon the naighboure greene; 
Yet with the deigned g greene yttes rennomeA felle, 
Eftsoones ytte shronke upon the daie-brente* 

playne, 
Didde noty ttes loke, whilest ytte there dyd stonde. 
To croppe ytte in the bodde move somme dred honde. 

SykeJt ys the waie of lyffe; the loverds ente/ 
Mooveth the robber hym therfor to sleam; 
Oyf thou has ethen, the shadowe of contente, 
Beleive the trotheo, theres none moe hailejy yan 

thee. 
Tlioa wurchest^; welle, canne thatte a trobble bee ? 
Slothemoe wulde jade thee than the roughest dale. 
Couldest thou tlie kivercledr of sougblys# see. 
Thou wouldst eftsoones see trothe ynne whatta 

I sale; 
Botte lette me heere thie waie of lyffe, and thenne 
Heare thou from me the lyffe of odber menne. 

MANNE. 
I ryse wyth the sonne» 
Lyche hym to dryve the wayner. 
And eere mie wurehe is don 
I synge a songe or twaynew. 
I followe the plough-tayle, 
Wythe a longe jabb« of ale. 

arTom. jrCarefUIy. sDry. a Valley. # A song. 

W itbercd. ^AHmo. eBloMoamd. fiataAtinMSst 

J Disdained. AOtoiy. i8a»^««L k%«3lk. IK 

mStaj, ffJSsse. tfTnUh. ^Hapfpi, f NI«dUik» «~ 

tSoak, /Gar. mTito. «A.bottta. 

U % 
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Botte of the maydeM, oh 1 
Itte iMkflth notto to telle; 
Sjre Preeste mote notte crie woe » 
Guide byt bull do as welle. 
I daance the beste hetedeyfnesjr^ 
And foUec the wyaest feyganm. 

On everycb Seyactes hie daie 
Wythe the mynstrelle^ am I seene^ 
All a footqrnce it awaie, 
Wythe maydens on the greene. 
But oh t I wyshe to be moe greate. 
In rennome, tenure and estate. 

lYB ROGEKRB. 
Haa then ne seme a tree uponne a hyllo^ 

Whose nnlistee hrauncesif rechen fisr toe ajt^ 
Whan fuired e nnwers/ doe the heaTcn fyDe 
Itte shaketh deereg yn dole A and moke • aftyf 
Wbylest the coDfeoni flowrette abesaie/ djj 
Stondethe nnhurte, unquacedm k»e the atw 
Syke is a picteM of lyffe : the manne of mj 
Is tempest«haft0, hys woe create as hys fi 
Thieselfe a flowrette of a small aoeoonte, 
Wouldst harder felle the wynde, as hyghc 
dydste mounte. 



ECLOGUE l^E FOURTH. 



EUNOURB 4m4 JUGA. 



OKNE Rnddebome bank twn pynjm0b 
sate, 
Thdre teares faste diyppejnfe tp th 

cleere ; 
Echone bementyntstp ft>r ber abfte 
Who atte Seyncte Albonns shouke thev 
speare* 

jf A ceontry dsMe. »Baafc. sfiJrti* 
r Uobenadcd. 4Bi%at3biti^ cVwSMa. fT« 
ADiemay. iMoch. kl>w%rt. l«« 
• Plctwe. • Te»p«rt-beale». fUww* 
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The nottebrowne Elinoure to Juga fayre 
Pyddespeke acrooler»irythe laQfaishmentof 6700, 
Xycbe droppet of pearlie dew, leoMd/ the qiiyv' 
ryng bnne. 

EUNOURE. 
O gentle Juga ! beare «ie deraie# plaiate, 
To fjghte for Yorke mie love ys dyghte in stele ; 
O mai ne sangaea tteioe the whyte rote pegmcte, 
Mai good Seyncte Cuthberte iratche Syne Ro- 
berta wele. 
Moke moe thaane deathe in phantasie I feele ; 
See! see! upon the gronnde he bleedynge lies; 
Inhildusomejoice6flyfe,or else mie dearelove dies. 

JUGA. 
fliyiteri in sorrowe on thys daisa-ey'd bank«f 
Where mrlancholych broods, we wyll Umeolfl ; 
Be wette wy the morny nge dewe and evene danke ; 
Xdfcbe levjade* okas in eche the odber bentl^ 
Or lyche forlettennjr halles of merrieasente. 
Whose gastUe raitchastf holde the traine of firygbCe, 
Where lethalee ravens bark, and owlets wake the 
oygbte. 

ELINOURE. 
Ko moe the miskynette^ shall wake the morne^ 
The minstrelle dannce, good cheere, and monyce 

plaie ; 
Vo moe the amblynge palfne and tiie home 
Shall from the lesselc rooae tiie fose awaie; 
I'll Mko the forreste alle the lyre.longe daie ; 
Alle netetf amenge* the gravde cbyrche gteb^wyll 

goe. 
And to the passante Spiyghtes lectureg mie tale 
of woe. 

rWMr* fOliiteiied. fSad. Mlofme: x Blasted. 
yPomfceo. «MiM. aDeiAli. ^ Kwdb^'^mv^^^ 
^Afrwhorhedge. iVS^S^ cNsmsb^. JtSBB«*iT?w^ 
jrBetete, 



,TOS. 

8 Upon the leme , 
aDtels dyglite ; 
the golden dremc 
ythe thenyghtc; 
)rbyddel) gif to a 

jd/, I'll holde dys- 
and die echc dale 



s ; -what wordes can j| 

ichc» mai Wec6e, | 

ylle ^rythc thie wa- 

i 
Kt^dborne atreeme 

^tte oere the meade, • 
iste waile agayne, 
>s be mengedo onne 
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SONOE TO -ELLA. 
lAfie tff tkf Cartel of Brystoae ynru Dme$ of Tore* 

f\fi thou, orr i»bat remaynes of thes, 
^^ ^la, ihe darlynge of futurity. 
Lett thys mie songe bolde as thie courftfe be. 
As everlastynge to poster^tye. 

Whanne Dacya's sonnes, whose hayres of bloude 

redde hue [due. 

Lyche kyn^e-cuppes brastynge wythe the morniog 

Arraung'd ynne dreare arraie. 

Upponne the lethale dale. 
Spredde farre and wyde onne Watchets shore; 

Than dyddst thou furiouse stande. 

And bie thie valyante hande 
Beesprengedd all the mees wythe gore. 

Drawne bie thyne anlace feile. 
Downe to the depthe of helle 
^ousandes of Dacjranns went; 
Brystowannes. menne of myghte, 
Ydar'd tlie bloudie fyghte, 
And actedd deeds full quent. 

Oh thou whereer (thie bones att teste) 

Thye Spryte to haunte delyghteth best. 
Whetherr upponne the bloude^mbrewedd pleyno^ 

Orr whare thou kennst fromm farre 

The dysmall crye of warre, 
Orr seest somme inountayne made of corse of sleyne; 

Orr seest the hatchedd stede. 

Tpraunceynge o*er the mede. 
And ncighe to be amenged the poynctedd speeres ; 

Orr ynne blacke annoure staulke arounde 

Embatterd Brystowe, once thie grounde. 
And glowe ardurous onn the Castle steeres; 

Orr fierye round the mynsterr glare ; 
Lette Brystowe stylle be vs\«i^« \3Nv<b c»x^\ 
Ouardeytt Aromme foemecitvQvcid wwaaTKraVk^r**** 
Lyche Avones streme ensyrV^i ^s^ twj®.^*^'* 
Ne lette a flame enbaTm/e «cve t^^***'^^^ 
Tylle jrjine one flame «A\ U»'^\«^»'*^*^^* 
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BRISTOWE TBAGEDIS : 
Or tk§ Deth$ tfagr CktiHes BrntMrn* 

THE feathered songster channticleer 
Han wounde hys bugle home. 
And tolde the earlie villager 
Tlie comroynge of the mome : 

Kynge Edwarde sawe the mddie strealMs 

Of Ijchte eclypse the greie ; 
And herde the raven's crokynge throte 

Froclayme the Aited daie. 

" lliou'rt ryghte,** quod hee, ** for, by the Q^d 
*' That syttes enthron'd on hyghe! 

" Charles Bawdin, and hys fellowes tiraine, 
** To daie shall surelie die." 

Thenne wythe a jugge of nappy ale 
Hys Knyghtes dydd onne hynua waite; 

" Goe tell the tray tour, thatt to^aie 
** Hee leaves thys Boortail state/' 

Syr Canterlone thenne bendedd lowe, 
Wythe harte brymm fulle of iroe ; 

Hee joumey'd to the castle-gate. 
And to Syr Charles dydd goe. 

But wbenne bee came, hys children tvaiae. 

And eke hys lovynge wyfe, 
Wythe brinie teares dydd wett the floore, 

for goode Syr Charleses lyfe. 

" O goode Syr Charles !" sayd Canteitoa^ 

" Badde tydyngs I doe brynge." 
" Speke boldlie, manne," sayd brave Syr Cbarle 

** Whatte saya thie tray tor kyngv V* 

** J gnme to telle, befoc% yowaia wyaaua 

" Bom Aromme th* vcWlvui «i9«t 
"Hee hitke aponne toy* iMnoawt 
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* Wee all mast die,** qaod brmve Syn Charles j 

** Of thatte Vm not affearde; 
" "Whatte bootes to lyve a littia ^aee? 

'* Thaake Jesu, I'm prepar'd : 

** But telle thye kynge, for myiie lie^a im>^ 

" I'de sooner die to-daia 
*' Thanne lyve hy» slave, as raanie are, 

" Xho' I shoulde lyve for aie." 

Thenne Canterlone hee dydd goe out^ 

To tell the maior strait* 
To gett all thynges ynn reddyness 

For goode Syr Charleses fate. 

Thenne Maisterr Canynge saughte the kyi^e» 

And felle down onne hys knee; 
" I'm come," quod hee, " unto your grace 

" To move your clemencye." 

Thenne quod the kynge, '* Yoare tale speke oa 
** You have been much oure friende ; 

" Whatever yoore request may bee, 
" Wee wylle to ytte atteade." 

" My nobile leige I alle my requeat 

" Ys for a nobile koyghte, 
*' Who, tho' may bap bee has donae wroage^ 

** Hee thooghte ytte stylle was lygtite : 

" He has a qpouse and children twaiae* 

** Alle rewyn'd are for aie ; 
** Yff that you are resolv'd to lett 

** Charles Bawdin die tonlale.'* 

** Speke nott of such a traytonr vfle," 

The kynge ynne fade sayde ; 
*' Before the eveaiag atarre dotll sliee— i 

*' Bawdin shall loose bya hadd«3 

" Justice doea loodliia fov Yvym cattn, 
" And hee shalle Iubv* kya tEMM*»\ 
" Speke, MaUUt Cvxymt^K "^nMUA 
** Act present doe y«» bm^m^^ 



- f'»» '*n-«i«^»'»'* "^ .bter thou 

.. B» '""thou tben»e f" •" 

.. That dydf^ a b\tt o^^^iyve. 
Hee to sy^ ^ An'WB* ^^\-- 
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e all must die,** good brava Sjyr Cbarles; 

Whatte bootes ytte howe or wbenn*; 
Dethe ys the sure, the certaine fute 
" Of all we mortall meime. 

" Saye, why, my friendt thie honest soul 

" Ranns overr att thyne eye; 
** Is ytte for my most welcome doom* 

" That thou doste child-lyke crye 7* 

Quod (odlie Caoynge, *' I doe weepe, 

" Thatt thou soe soonc must dye, 
" And leave thy sonnes and helpless wyfe ; 

** Tys thys Uiatt wettes myne eye." 

'* Thenne drie the tears thatt out thyne eye 

" From godlie fountaines sprynge; 
** Delhe I despise, and alle the power 

" Of Edwarde, traytor kynge. 

** Whan throgh the tyrant's welcom meant 

" I shall resigne my lyfe, 
" The Oodde I serve wylle soon provyde 

" For bothe mye sonnes and wyfe. 

** Before I sawe the lyghtsome sunne, 

** Thys was appointed mee; 
* Shall mortal manne repyne or grudge 

** WhaU Oodde ordeynes to bee ? 

" Howe oft ynne battaile have I stoode. 

*' Whan thousands dy'd arounde ; 
** Whan suokynge streemes of crimsoo Uoode 

** Imbrew'd the fatten'd grounde: 

" Howe dydd I knowe tbatt ev'ry d«rt% 

** That cotte the airie waie> 
" Myghte nott fynde passage toe ny hartfl*^ 

** And close n^ne ^es for aie? 

" And shall I noire, foR &«% «i ^iiAaaia% 

" Looke wanne and bee dywMqr^^ 
" If el fromm ny heita fk\e c^^i^l^ii* 
" fee alle the umium ^ittcta^^* 
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** Ah, ffoddelyke Henrie! Oodde forefiend^ 
" And gaarde thee and thye sonne, 

*• Yff 'tis hys wylle ; but yflF 'tis nott, 
** Why thenne hys l^ylle bee donne. 

*' My honest friende, my faulte has beene 
*• To serve Godde and mye prynce ; 

" And thatt I no ^Tne*server am, 
** My dethe "wylle soone convynce. 

'* Ynne Londonne dtye was I borne, ^ 

*' Of parents of grete note ; 
" My fadre. dydd a nobile armes 

" Emblazon onne hys cote : 

*' I make ne doubte butt hee ys gone 

" Where soone I hope to goe ; 
** Where -wee for ever shall bee blest, 

" From oute the reech of woe r 

" Hee taughte mee justice and the laws 

** Wyth pitie to unite ; 
" And c^e hee taughte mee howe to bnowe 

** The wronge cause fromm the ryghte : 

" Hee taughte mee wythe a prudent hande 

** To feede the hungrie poore, 
" Ne lette my servants dryve awaie 

" The hungrie fromme my doore : 

" And none can saye, butt alle mye lyfe 

" I have hys wordyes kept ; 
" And summ'd the actyonns of the dale 

** Eche nyghte before I slept. 

*' I have a spouse, goe aske of her, 

" Yff I defyl'd her bcddc ? 
" I have a kynge, and none can laie 

" JBiacke treason onne my hedde. 

" Yijne Lent* and otme tiie\vo\\e e.^^, 
" Promme fleshe I dydd Tfctt«s^**» 
" Wbie should I thcane app^ate dVwftKs**^ 
" To Jeave thy» wortde of v«j*«^ 
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bapleas Henrie! I r^oyce, 
liaUe ne see thye dethc ; 
• wUIyuglie'ynne thye just cause 
e I resign my brethe. 

dde people ! rewyn'd londe ! 

im wy It kenne peace ne moe ; 

la Richard's sonnes exalt thenuelves* 

ye brookes wythe bloude wylle flowe. 

were ye tyr'd of godlie peace, 

d godlie Henrie's reigne, 

t you dydd choppe youre easie duet 

r those of bloude and peyne ? 

tte tho' I onne a sledde be drawne, 
d mangled by a hynde, 
B defye the traytor's pow'r» 
e can ne harm my mynde; 

tte tho', uphoisted onne a pole, 
'e lymbes shall rotte ynne i^re, 
ne ryche monument of brasse 
arles Bawdin's name shall bear ; 

. ynne the holie booke above* 
lyche tyme can't eate awaie, 
•e wythe the servants of the Lorde 
ie name shall lyve for aie. 

line welcome dethe I for lyfe eteme 
eave thys mortall lyfe : 
well, vayne worlde, and alle tha^s deare, 
ie sonnes and lovynge wyfe ; 

re dethe as welcome to mee comes, 
) e'er the moneth of Maie ; 
woulde I even wyshe to lyve, 
yth my dere wyfe to stale." 

CanjnDge, " Tya a goodW^ V3a!i\i.%«k 
bee prepu'd to die ; . 

*wn thjs world of pcyue «dA. tP«» 
Oodde ynne HcWn V> fiic^^ 







^^Uftaftart-irfrt 
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' Teache them to rniiiie the noblle raM 

" Thatt I theyre fiftder runne: 
*< Florence ! shoo'd dethe the« take-adieu ! 

" Tee officers, lead oane." 

Thenne Florence rar'd as anie madde^ 

And dydd her tresses tere ; 
" Oh ! stale, mye hnsbande ! lorde ! and lyfe f*-^ 

Syr Charles thenne dropt a teare. 

Tyll tyredd ante vythe ravyng e load, 

Shee fellen onne the (lore; 
Syr Charles exerted alle hys inyghte, 

And march'd from oute the dore. 

Uponne a sledde hee mounted thenae, 
Wythe lookes fulle brave and swete ; 

Lookes, thatt enshone ne more eoncem 
Thanne anie ynne the strete« 

Before hym went the council-menn«# 

Tnne scarlett robes and golde, 
And tassils spanglynge ynne the 8untte» 

Muche glorious to boholde : 

The Freers of Seinete Aufostyn* neat 

Appeared to the syghte, 
AUe cladd ynne bomelie russett irecdet, 

Of godlie monkysh plyghte : 

Ynne diflFraant partes a godlie psanme 

Moste sweetlic theye dydd channt; 
Behynde theyre backes sya mynstrellet ctrne. 

Who tan'd the strnnge bauant. 

Thenne fyre-and-nrantye archers came; 

Echone the bowe dydd bende, 
From rescue of kynge Henrle*s friends 

Syr Charles forr to defend. 

Bolde as a Jyoa came Syr ChoxVtA, ^ 

Vrawue onne a clotlM-layde a\«dte, 
Bj^e two blacke Atedes ynne traipgiyttimk '*Yte*% 
Wytb plumes vpoiUM theyte \i«dAex 



Of "**? I M«e echooe yt" 

4 ,wnn. b« ^ ^^e »* ^lime .y»-- 
„ o Thou, «W* de»n «™' 

.. Thou **'^,ttW4 "^^^i*. 
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Ibou thynkest I •hall die to-daie ; 
** I have beene dede 'till nowe, 
* And soone shall lyve to weare a crowne 
" For aie uponne my browe : 

" Whylat thoa, perhapps, for som few yeares, 

" Shalt rule tliys fickle lande, 
** To lett theni knowe howe wyde the rule 

" Twixt kynge and tyrant hande : 

*' Thye pow'r unjust, thou traytour slave! 

" Shall folle onne tliye owne hedde*'— 
Froram out of hearyng of the kynge 

Departed thenne the sledde. 

Kynge Edwarde's soule rush*d to hys face, 

Hee turn'd liys hedde avraie. 
And to hys broder Gloucester 

Hee thus dydd speke and sale : 

" To hym that soe*much-dreaded detJie 

" Ne ghastlie terrors brynge, 
" Beholde the maanc ! hee spake the tmthe, 

** liee's greater thanne a kynge !" 

** Soe lett hym die!" Duke Richard sayde; 

" And maye echone oure foes 
** Beude downo Uicyre neckes to bloudie ax^ 

" And feede the carryon crowes." 

And nowe the horses gentlie drewe 

Syr Charles uppe the byghe hylle; 
The axe dydd glystcrr ynne the soime, 

Hys pretious bloude to spylle. 

Syrr Charles dydd uppe the scaffold goe, 

As uppe a gilded carre 
Of victory e, bye val*rous chiefs 

Gayn'd ynne the bloudie warre : 

And to the people hee dydd sale, 

** Beholde you see mee dye* 
" For servyage loyally mye Vyufte* 
" JU>'e kynge most rigUtfulUA* 
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" As long as Edwarde rules thjrs land, 

*• Ne quiet you wylle knowe ; 
*' Youre sonnes and busbandes shall bee slayne^ 

*' And brookes wythe blonde shaile flowe. 

** You leave yoore foode and lavfuUe kynge, 

** Whenne ynne advcrsitye : 
*' Lyke mee, antoe the trnc caose s^ycke, 

*' And for the trne cause dye." 

Then hee, wyth preeetes, vponne hys knees, 

A prayV to Oodde dydd make, 
Beseechynge hjrm unto hymselfe, 

Hys partynge soule to take. 

Thenne, kneelynge downe, hee layd hys hedde 

Most seemlie onne Ae block e ; , 
Whyche fromme hsrs bodie ^re at once 

The able heddes-manne stroke; 

And oute the blonde beganne to flowe, . 

And rounde the scaffold twyne ; 
And teares, enowe to washe't awaie, 

Dydd flowe fromme each maon's eyne. 

The bloudie axe hys bodie fayre 

Yni^to foure parties cutte ; 
And ev'rye. parte, and eke hys heddc, 

Uponne a pole was pntte. 

One parte dydd rotte onne Kynwnlph-bylle, 
^ One onne the myoster>tower, 
And one from off the castle-gate 
The crowea dydd devoure j 

The other onne Seyncte Powle*s goode gate, 

A dreery spectacle; 
Hys hedde was placed onne the hyghe creaee^ 

Ynne hyghe-streete most nobile. 

Thns was the ende of Bavdin** firte 2 

Godde prosper longe oure kynge* 
And iprante hee m&ye, 'w>r^ '^v«4Stxi\ %n«!l«« 

TjiQcrheaVn Godd's metde «r^i^\ 
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